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Preface 

X HE position of the ambulance driver 
at the front is much the same as that 
of the grouse in open season: every 
one has a chance to take a shot at him 
and he has no opportmiity for retalia- 
tion. That is why so many drivers 
entered aviation or artillery at the expi- 
ration of their tenn of enlistment of six 
months. 

This transferring came to an end when 
the American Government took over the 
Ambulimce Service. From then on, all 
drivers have been of necessity enlisted 
men. The old American Ambulance, later 
called the American Field Service, was 
a pm%ly volunteer organization, and 
had no connection with any govern- 
ment. It was made up of American 
citizens who left civil life, paying their 
[9] 
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own expenses and fumMiing their own 

equipment, and in many cases their 
ambulances. These men, feeling that 
Ammca owed a debt to France, banded 
together to fonn the original American 
Ambulance Service, which they laid on 
the altar of their devotion to a trae and 
great cause. 

By virtue of the nature of his work 
the ambulance driver must always be in 
the warmest places, and has a really un- 
usual opportunity to observe by moving 
from sector to sector and battle to bat- 
tle what few other branches of the serv- 
ice can see. 

I had the honor to be associated with 
Section xxxj of the American Field Serv- 
ice, and have endeavored to weave my 
simple tapestry from the swiftly-moving 
pictures of life "in the zone" and out 
of it, as they passed before me. 

p. D. 0. 

Jane, ipi8 
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Prelude 

X HE sweet, clear notes of a bugle come, 
faintly ap ha me through the cool air of 
morning, and as the sound dies away I hear 
the great guns begin their bombardment, the 
rumbling echoes merging into the maiin 
chimes vjafted across the valley from some 
smali church as yet unscarred by Mars. 

Reoeille, the summons, calls man from 
his peaceful, prenatal slumber, rouses him 
and bids him prepare for what the world 
will send him. Man goes forth to meet the 
world, and straggles through his alhtied 
time\aniil the bells of God ring for htm to 
fold himself in his soiU and sleep. 



[i5] 
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l\. SHARP whistle cuts the tense silence. 
It is the signal to start. It marks the line 
which breaks the past irom the future; 
it is the boundary between the Known 
and the Unknown, and the frontier where 
duty and service merge. For a second, 
as the motors race, there is commotion 
—quickly settling into a rhythmic whir. 
The men are in their seats with some- 
what of an echo of that whir in their 
hearts. The Ueutenant's car rolls slowly 
out of the gate, followed by the chefs, 
and in turn by the oth^B of the section, 
and as tiie last car crosses the threefold 
there is a cheer from the friends gathered 
to bid us Godspeed, — for Section xxxi is 
bom. 



We 



r E are oflf. We do not know where 
we are going. After a number of in- 
terminable ddays and halts we pass 
[19] 
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through the gates of the city, and leave 
behind the last vestige of the Known. 
Ahead of us the road stretches white in 
the sunlight — the white road of mystery 
leading on to adventure and redemp- 
tion. We have ceased to be our own 
masters. We are units, cc^ in the 
machine, infinitesimal pawns in the giant 
game, and move as tiie dust which rises 
from the c£ir ahead — where we know 
not, why we know not, — and how we 
often wonder I 



Go 



JONYOY formation allows, by the 
book, for an interval of twenty feet be- 
tween cars when passing through cities, 
and for one hundred feet when in the 
country. The flesh, however, is weak. 
In cities it is rare indeed to see cars 
separated by more than a nose except in 
spasms, while in the country a matter of 
miles is unimportant. A convoy is like a 
pack of dogs on the hunt, racing pell mell 
[20] 
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up hill and down dale one minute, and 
crawling the next, with an occasional dog 
straying off and losing itself for an in- 
definite length of time. 

For example, we come to some small 
town where we are to have Imieh. We 
arrive in a hurry and with much dust, the 
first few cars in dose formation, nose to 
tail, the last a few miles in the rear. 
Suddenly the driver of the leading car, 
who has been admiring the scenery on the 
right of the road, sees the chef standing on 
the left mailing frantic motions for him 
to stop. Perhaps the driver puts out his 
'hand, perhaps he does not. At any rate, 
he applies the brakes and comes to a dead 
stop — for an instant. The driver of the 
second car may have been adjusting his 
carburetor or observing an aeroplane, or a 
peasant girl, or a map — ^e exact object is 
beside the question. He suddenly comes 
to earth when he finds his charge valiantly 
trying to climb over the car in fronts 

[21] 
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aooore brakes. Of course there is a third 
car, and possiUy a fourth, or more, which 
demand attention. The final result ad- 
vances the leading car some feet, decreases 
the supply of spare radiators, and as a 
rule does not contribute to the general 
harmony. 

One or more cars must always have 
taken the wrong road, and lead a hare 
and hound chfise fw some minutes be- 
f(»re the final roundup, leaving for clues 
numerous peasants who, when queried, 
always know just where it went. Of 
course, by the law of chance, some one 
of these has undoubtedly seen it, and the 
lost is eventually found. 

There was one particular member of 
our section who was a rover at soul, and 
led several interesting hunts. A little 
later in the seeuKm this same rover took 
a by-road and started through the Hesse 
Fwest for Germany. Our whole pack 
was called out, and after an exciting 
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chase he yias finally caught and conr 
vinced of his error. Fortunately for 
both him and us the chef has a sense of 
humor, and the section, in ^ite of our 
many innocent att^npts to disintegrate 
it and take individual excursions to dif- 
ferent parte <^ France, continues to be 
a unit. 

Fot five days we proceed thus, with 
the white road stretching out in front 
and the Inrown dust trailing behind. 
We stop to get gasoline, to eat, and to 
deep. We begin to near the front, and 
pass through town after town of roof- 
less houses, shattered churches, and scat- 
tered homes. Through fidds dotted with 
wooden crosses with the tricolored rib- 
bon, and pock-marked with shell-holes. 
We pass aeroplane hangars and batteries 
of guns. We see more saucisses in the 
sky and soldiers on the ground. The 
hand of the Hun hes heavy on the land, 
and his ptnson breath scorches the grass 
Ca3] 
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of the fields. We see fewer civilians and 
more steel helmets, and yet the rumble 
of tiie guns is no louder. But there is 
a certain breath of power and enei^y in 
the air, and one feels himself waiting for 
something to happen. 

S<xnething does — an infuriated bull 
chaises Rover's car and picks off (me of 
his headlights. Rover reverses hastily 
and unhesitatingly into the car behind, 
while the farmer's wife makes her ap- 
pearance, drives off the bull, and saves 
Rover from extermination. 

Then, one afternoon, we arrive at our 
point of embarkation, so to speak. It is 
Bar-le-Duc, sixty kilometres fnmi Verdun, 
and by virtue of its being the one city in 
many miles, the meeting place of the 
world, which is to say, of course, our 
sector of firont — when en repos. 



Ba 



>AR-LE-DUC, the old strtmghold of 
the feudal dukes of Bar, nestling in the 
[4] 
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valley on the banks of the slow- moving 
Omain, tributary to the River Mame, 
and with la viUe hauk trespassing far 
onto one ridge, and the ruined castle 
frowning down from the other, is a town 
of mmnories and traditions which greets 
this war as but another chapter in the 
never-ending book of its history. It has 
two large and ancient cathedrals, the 
one crowning the upper city — now quite 
naturally in ruins, £is the enemy, by this 
time a connoisseur in chiuxihes, makes 
frequent air raids. The chateau — con- 
sidered quite modem as it is but two hun- 
dred years of age — has mellowed into the 
surroundings by now, and forms a suf- 
ficiently int^ral part of the beauty of 
the city to be likewise a target for oiu' 
"considerate" neighbor. 

One evening, as the leist rays of the 

sun glinted from its roof, it stood solid 

and strong, — ready to do battle with 

the elements for many centuries more, 

C25] 
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but while the city lay quiet in tiie cold 
moonli^t of an Aug;uBt night, the sound 
of purring motors broke the silence from 
above. The corUre-avums crashed, and 
the yellow shrapnel broke in lite sky 
often a mile from its invisible target, 
and never near enough to arrest the ad- 
vance of the raiders, who suddenly shut 
off their motors and, as often before, 
swooped silently down on their motion- 
less prey, and dropped thdr bombs. 
Then, turning on their motors, they 
climbed and g^ded over the city again 
and again until, having dropped theJr 
entire cargo, they flew off. But in the 
momiog the chateau no longer stood 
proudly up firom the river mist, and 
another buttress against the ravages of 
tbe elements had crumbled into untimely 
ruins. 

The main street of the town is denuded 
of its plate glass, and more houses crumble 
each time the enemy reports "military 

[26] 
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advantage gained" by an indiscriminate 
slaughter of the future crop of France's 
defenders, and those heroic souls who 
bear them. 

Hie town is noted for its manufactures, 
its wines, and its confitures. As to the 
first-named I know little, but as to the 
merits of its wines, its liqueurs, and its 
confilures I cannot say enough, nor can 
memy thousands of others who seek out 
Bar-le-Duc as the one sanctuary from 
the mud and deprivations of the rest 
of their existence, and bask gloriously 
in the discomforts of its civilization for 
a few stolen hours. 



Go 



jiONVOY formation again, the cars 
freshly washed and glistening in the 
sunlight, — for a few minutes, before 
the grey cloud of dust pouring from the 
cars in front settles on us again. We 
come to a turn. A large sign greets us, 
SouiUy — oer* Verdun, emphasized by a 
C27] 
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^ant arrow pointing in the direction we 
take. We are instantly sure that this 
is to be our headquarters. Verdun ia 
a name we have long wished to visualize. 
At the first stop we tell each other the 
great news. While we are grouped in 
the road a big grey limousine carrying 
three generals dashes past. Every one 
salutes, and by a miracle we are noticed 
and the salute is returned. Cheerful 
Uar at once informs us that they wrare 
Joffre, Petain, and — he is at a loss for 
the third name. We help him out — 
Hindenburg perhaps. 

But we are doomed to bitter disap- 
pointment. Thirty kilometres from the 
famous city we are given orders to park 
our cars in a pile of ruins formerly 
known as Erize — Erize la petite, and 
well named. 

PjR TZF. is, without exception, the dull- 
est place beneath the sun — a small town, 
[28] 
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now a mass ot cnunblmg ruins, holding 
not above two dozen civilians, who are, 
for the most part, still less interesting 
than the town. Of course, there are 
Grand'm^ and Grand-pere, no relation 
to each other, but so christened by us 
because they are the only two octoge- 
narians here. Grand'm^ is not properly 
from Erize. Her home is somewhere 
north of Verdun, in a town with an 
unpronounceable name and long since 
destroyed. She, herself, carries proudly 
on her wrinkled forehead a two-inch scar 
firom dirapnel, and informs us teari'ully 
that her two sons have died in action, 
"poor la patrie," she concludes, with a 
faint smile. 

I met Grand'm^ for the first time 
when I picked an unripe apple from an 
overburdened tree. The old woman ap- 
peared from the depths of a nearby 
building and advanced menaciogly to- 
wards me, hobbling along on a cane, 
[29] 
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land pouring forth as she came an unin- 
Itelligible tirade from which I gathraed 
that the apple reposing guiltily in my 
hand was hers — not mine. A single 
franc served to wreathe her face in smiles 
and to obtain imdisputed claim to the 
apple and her good graces in the future. 
Ira furor brevis est I afterwards learned 
that houses in Elrize rent for fifty francs a 
year, this including several acres of farm 
land. 

Grand-p^, aged ninety-eight, I met 
near the temporary kitchen where the 
cook was giving him a cup of Pinard, 
which he drank eagerly, while Grand'm^ 
gave him wise counsel, to which he replied 
as Omar Khayyam might have done. 

But they are the only characters of 
interest here. The fields surrounding 
the town have as their redeeming feature 
a system of old trenches, with much 
barbed wire and an occasional shell-frag- 
ment to reward the searcher. The 
C3o] 
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German advance wae stopped less than 
a mile from here, and the trenches have 
been used since for practice. 

The dugouts interest us particularly. 
We are later to become surfeited with 
them, but as yet they are still ddightfully 
noveL Tlie rumble o£ the guns can be 
heard plainly from here, and at rare 
intervals a saueisse rises on the horizon, 
much to our joy and excitement. 



T 



HE saacisse is a balloon shaped like 
a sausage — hence its name. At the 
front they are in the sky by the hundreds 
on both sides to direct the fire of the 
artillery and to observe the enemy's 
<^>erations generally. They are conse- 
quently made the objective of the aero- 
plane, and many are brought down every 
day. The aeroplane dodges along from 
cloud to cloud, and when he is just over 
the saacisse suddenly swoops down, and 
with a lic-lic-tic from his machine-gun 
[3i] 
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the bag crumples up in a cloud of bla<^ 
smoke and flames, the observer jumps 
out with his parachute, and the aeroplane 
da^es off pursued by meuiy shells. 

In the balloons the observers all have 
parachutes and usually make their es- 
cape, althou^ often they have to spend 
a little time Hnng lin g from the lim^ of 
some tree. 



We 



r E are told not to stray far, as the 
order to move may come at any moment. 
We take walks through the country, and 
always on returning find the section with 
"no news," — but at last the order comes. 
We have gotten our ba^age ready, 
and are sitting around in the darkness 
smoking our pipes and dunking. To- 
morrow we are going up to the lines. 
A big attack has been scheduled, and we 
are to take care of the wounded. It is 
to be our first work, and any fighting at 
all seems a "big attack" to us. We are 

[32] 
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THE WHITE BOAB OF MYSTEBY 

a green section, fresh from Paris. We 
have never heard a shell whistle, and 
have been thrilled by the sound of guns 
twenty miles away. What will be our 
s^isations face to face with the real 
thing? We are a bit nervous. There is 
some tension. We discuss the probable 
extent of the attack and debate as to its 
success. This leads us nowhere, and 
after we have pledged each other and the 
section "Bonne chance" in a glass of 
cognac from a bottle opened for the occa- 
sion, we turn in. 

XT is cold and chill, and a steady drizzle 
^ oozing from the sky above into the 
earth beneath, and is making it soft and 
slippery. I awake, yawn, stretch sleepily, 
and gaze out into the grey dejection of 
the morning. I have been sleeping lux- 
uriously on the floor of an ambulance, 
wedged in between two trunks and a 
dufile-bag. 

C35] 
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"Well, this is 'der Tag' for us," I re- 
mark to a Mend, who has spent the night 
on top of the two trunks. 

He stops eating my jam for an instant 
and agrees mth me. Then, on second 
thought, he generously offers me some 
jam. I sit up and struggle for a few 
seconds with a piece of the bread we 
carry for nourishment and ddence, spread 
some jam on it, get out a bottle of Sau- 
terue (at the &ont wine is wine at all 
hours of the day and night), and we 
settle down to breakfast. Breakfast is 
a purely personal investment, as it o£S- 
cially consists of coffee — so called by 
courtesy — and bread. The French bread 
comes in round loaves a foot in diameter, 
and is never issued until four days old, 
and is often aged ten or more before we 
see it. Fresh bread, it is believed, would 
^e a soldier indigestion. French <M.- 
cialdom believes the same evil of water, 
and provides eadi soldier with a quart 
[36] 
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a day of cheap red wine called, ia the 
argot of the trenches, Pinard. Break- 
fast over, we make our way to the bam, 
our official quartets, by means of stepping- 
stones fnreviously laid From the car, and 
chat with the other members of the 
section. 

Today we are moving up into the zone 
of fire itself, and are somewhat excited. 
The entire section b to move to a lit- 
tle destroyed town, Ville-sur-Couzances. 
From there six cars are always to be on 
duty taking care of our first wounded. 
The (^/ and the sous-chef join us pres- 
ently. They went up yesterday and wwe 
shown the pastes, and consequently come 
in for a storm of questions. The sous-chef 
teUs us that today we shall bear them 
"whistle both ways." We are thrilled. 
He asks us if we are ready. We are — 
even Rover. Then the lieutenant comes 
in. He speaks a few words to the chef. 
Hie chef blows his whistle four times. 
[373 



by Google 



It'Ss'the'S^nal'ifw isseni^yl. He /^es 

can:'- Otie'^hifltle«^'weicmik/upj"rDiK)i 
'trtiisties''^'^ kacUdg ainbidafaoelfipainn 
lolly aoA nbisSytiears'St^'cfromqita^JDed: 
of^'mtid. I Ilbe others' 'folloir iiuiregnkte 
succession, until the last car melk»>inta 
thie'^my, tidldamBU' When ahall^n**/ Bee 

^tiiib 'again?'' -^i'- 'n,; !,.;;. J[..-li n;! In 



C383 



) by Google 



11 

IN ACTION 



) by Google 



) by Google 



V ILLE-SUR-COUZANCES is aJso at 
Urn time the headqiuiTteTs of Section 
XXIX, which has just lost two men, 
and Section lxix, which is a gear-shift 
section, — we are quite proudly Fords. 
Section xix, French, whom we are 
relieving, examines us critically, but 
makes no audible comments. To the 
six of us chosen for the first "roll" there 
is but one impatioit iliou^t. We hear 
"Napoleon" — a French private attached 
to our section for ravHaillement because 
he could do nothing else — telling the cook 
and several unwilling assistants how to 
dispose d the field range. In the French 
manner, instead of ignoring him, the 
Btove is discarded, and a Latin argument 
follows much to the amusement if not 
to the edification of the onlookers. This 
C4i] 
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does not concern us, and as soon as we 
get the order to roll we are blithely off. 

It is only a few minutes' run to Bro- 
court, where the triage, or front hospitd, 
i^'locatiedJ Thi6^ £ti^'a>gSkiit h&ji^'4 
dia|)ei Ini^, iast^adpfttbe mottled greed; 
bluej and^ gifsy'^ camosifkigi of the latter, 
fe: Is '<brUUan% '>qMtie ^rrith a<^ed''cfoeB 
fi^>feet.<squai^ sumoounting it. Despite 
t3^ fact, it<'i8il)ombed:and sheUed<Tegiri 
foyly b^'thei "mevcifu)'' iHun. .W« p^ 
through the>''aitattered--4ioiwni its diiiidi 



by a n^'aole/and 
and' rriblated 'fiilger 
tbe 'sileiit appeal'— ~ 



Mrvr^ still standing; 
pmAxia^ it»'3oan«d' : 
to^^tJi^'heaveiiS'iwJth' i 
'^Avengel"' ■■ 
i'ThesooswoJie/, wbois sittiBig be^demis 
t^lk-m^ tb'pdt on my lietiaiet and to aling 
iby -mbskt over myi'shonldfertp From hole 
oik' me&: '^gd ■ ■west" sdAdSnirg, aiul:'iii 
their ' boots. ' We pass 'cn^et a: short rise 
in Bight of the Gomari saacisSes^ and dowik 
a bteep and' long bill mtoRSdcourt;' (X 
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(|l«tnllill^rtlike'is^:niBc]r'ta rdDiiembenm- 

bufeiltwdBy' itiia '^fc Bteep,<fiiid.grben,' aiid 
hib i Imstny 'liJe^ ' ^y ihe' : roadside ' loaded 
dowQjiirith'iiiiucih u^ii^ fboit.. -Past'tli^ 
sebdtry,^veE .tbe btidgawfaidb the >Bofi][ie 
bh-'lryeflterday* :'wi11i'''.fm .' ei^t>4hch'\slbdl 
»^+^'irtiich''fhiled t6:«xplt}de andiboitDoed 
bkito li» i![Hiddyiiirivto-4*aiid. we are lat 
llM'iiday 'irtation.^ It is a barn nitJi^half 
the'^fiioiif 'and -A' goodly- 'portion of < the 
iiraUfrHp68ing;'> 'We use this ito -toreeB ihs 
■ebr^i/frotn': th& eyes of ^irtddiag -enemy 
aeropUmes, of whioh ithere-«re liianyi -J', 
" 'iTtvo «if*u3' aCe'^t'OBceiassigdedto run 
to' the'jiosfe de-' tecbqrs^ P a,' ' where ) just 
DDw we ftre tokeep-bwo oars,- the 'Otli£r 
lbui'''rem^iinbig'at the T^y staticHu . 'A^ain 
liick^is ^th TOe, and I'amiin the fust 
tfAl-'to TOU. Our run is entirely tUrtMig^ 
-the 'Wbbds, in the Hesse Forest; and es 
tiieeneDsiy will not be able to see i» we 
wjoiee — but w© so6n learti not: to re- 
jbice' prematiDrety. There is hardly a 
[43] 
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man in sight as we struggle along through 
the mud, but beside the road everywhere, 
often spilling into it, lie piles of shells, 
75'&, i55'b, and horpilhs by the thousand, 
apparently arranged haphazardly. The 
iorpille is a winged and particularly 
deadly shell, first cousin to the German 
mitmiewerfer, and differing essentially only 
in range. The marechal des logis informs 
us encouragingly that the one lying in 
the middle of the road which we just ran 
over was a Boche which did not explode 
when it landed, and has not — yet. 

Everything is wrapped in the silence 
of the grave except for an occcisional 
crash as some battery sends its message 
into Germany. We arrive at Pa, which 
is distinguished from the rest of the 
WOTld by a foot square of white cotton 
and the universal red cross. There is 
room inside the gate — a log dyke against 
the mud — to park the cars: "Room 
ffldeways or deep," as one member of the 
CM] 
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secUon described it as he watched bis 
boots ^nk steadily into the mud. 

The soas-chef calls us around him and 
gives us our detailed instructions, for he 
is going back by the first car. Suddenly, 
as we are listening to him attentively, 
there is a piercing zz-chung, and a a5o 
lands within a hundred yards with a 
dull crash and a geyser of trees, dirt, 
and black smoke. We look at him in- 
quiringly and he points to the €Ari. 
We nod and adjourn to it. A few more 
shells follow, then all is peaceful again, 
while the French batteries around us 
banuner away at the Germans in their 
turn. We take lunch on a rustic table 
under the trees and thoroughly enjoy 
having our tin plates rattled by the 
concussiion of the guns, while a French- 
man explains to us the difference in 
sound between an arrive and a dkpari. 

Such is the initiation. Then while we, 
as yet mere amateurs, eat 
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^ ikhe uotv^eity of tlie'iattaAli<w,: and 
buoyed.!u{i>i bjti omi fint^iQxcitQmeiii^r .& 
fahortf^iroMasiaa pesate. > It^i8v,a:igrou|> of 
3iien''cwT7ilig.:BtjeU)h6nt^lei]iiiwhich .aif^ 
what 1 i were . men - « fdw . miautis;; ib^Ht, 
.iirho^8Umding>i^tiimitattin£ distance-^ 
(m,- weie;i>lorwiii\out; (tfiieidiit^Qce ibytJhe 
sheik'' wiiieh/; Tdiidtledt oveciiiour beads 
aaAs imrstiilg, scattered \klatsi-»ad <'ditt 
on the' steel .kofjf that sh^teredlusL; It>fe 
a'<8ide'o£ltheifTent!'HdiiciJ bhanol^itpUd)^ 
mdeefdy A>efore,<e Btde^jttMc&.iiilthe fiibt 
fcrr;^day8 of ft^ft^otHed )by feeiihinjalttiaies 
itselEmore and marb ohthe! DoVice,.iitttil 
]ie'Ieam3:to lieinpear'ithe. reaUaatktn.imth 
-pliilosofdiy: and 'the^ed-caUed <hlimor"of 
;^ip(£roiit.' 'llieit'is the vetenau ia:embiyo. 

-iJ.'liB ambnlaiioe':&^tiioiiB >€tre divided 

•into I iiwo!: classes —'.geari^hift'Ond Fond. 
The>>gee]>«hi£t aectiona .81%' composed !>of 
FkiU,^BeFliets, or.8ome other'Freilah car. 
.TSxty cany '£ve- icmidt^ or-'tagiA- assis, 
.I46G 
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and(hElTe->tifo.i6eB;t6a-GaT. iUhftFr&ich' 
j fclj iw^ - HinhHlaivp i* ifliy ^i gedr«hift,>'and' 
tfaB> geai>^iiftistetii6ns' included! in' ittM^ 
Amari(ja*iiFie1dVSeryiofr''all eriginally: be^ 
kritgediitoithenFrsiich' 6oy«m]aient< - Be- 
fore the / Amiaicaa - GpvenUdent . took' 4tmt 
Ar^AanbuIdaca Clorp^ the AznericaiB Field 
Sfsvloc^i in'' addition to eenditig;i out 'F(n»l 
■actabtis^'a^'quioyy' as tbey were sub- 
scribed'' inl ' Amerioa,' bad i been gradually 
abeoibing'^'UieiFfench Ambulance Systemy 
^ibnngv.iritii its ^ own: men* the Ftench 
driven :nHi6 )(tduld -:t^n -serve in the 
tMiibIin\> add indudiiiig tho^ sections 
amonpiitft avaj- <.,-..-! 

-n!])helfordi8ecti<BiB carried^ tiiree -tioutiies 
iopfyvtassisi And had' one driver,' altbougb 
manj MUloBa. had eitra men to help outi 
A Ford section theO, when complete^icoa* 
tiated' df twenty ambulances, .onie 'Ford 
sianliormetle or^truc^, which went for food 
tod «toied spare parte and ofteai bag- 
ghge, one ■ FVench eamionnette, a One-ton 
C4?3 
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truck, which carried tools, French me- 
chanics, and other spare parts, one large 
White truck with kitchen trailer, one 
Ford touring-car for the chef, and a more 
or less high-powered touring car for the 
lieutenant. The personnel was one 
French lieutenant, who was the connect- 
ing link between the organization and 
the government, and was responsible to 
the latter for the actions of the section; 
one ckej, who was an American chosen 
by the organization from the sous-chefs 
of one of the sections in ihe field; one or 
two sous-chefs, chosen by the chef from 
the members of his or some other sec- 
tion; twenty drivers, often an odd num- 
ber of as^tant drivers, an American paid 
mechanic, and an odd number of French 
mechanics, cooks, and clerks. 

The heutenant received the orders and 

was responsible to the army for their 

execution. He lieutenant gave the chef 

his orders, and the chef was responsible 
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to him for their execution by the Bection. 
The stms-chefs were the chefs assistants. 

The routine when at work is for a 
certain number of cars to be on duty at 
one time, the number depending on the 
work. The section is divided mto shifts 
of the number of c£u^ required. When on 
duty a man must always have his ctu* 
and himself ready to "roll," etnd when off 
duty, after putting his car in condition, 
must i^t so as to be in shape for his next 
turn. When the work is heavy, the cars 
on duty are rolling all the time with very 
little opportunity for food or rest for the 
driver; consequently, for a man not to 
get himself and his car ready in this 
period of rest means that the service is 
weakened; and that, if other cars go en 
panne unavoidably, it is possibly crip- 
pled — and lives may be lost. When the 
work is light, men are usually twenty- 
four hours on and forty-eight off; when 
moderate, twenty-four on and twenty- 
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fbuii >off;Nlirheb i«tJiffi,>iortV-aight<iotti,6iH) 

tw«ttfty-ifeMa, offyi and dwanl^iAaauiftttfli^ 
almolt Steadily oo. ulhti bHi^eet sUtftch 
tfaatialiy: seotlooi kept litap jtteiainCQiUigMT 
odd;^ at:^«M)vki^^ttB Bevah<dajr«iandiOig^ 
Miirtiie>y«r<iuii! SiSetor iduriog )^ atSaoks 
andi iirA w«irai:(:)onLpeU«dwto>>toei9Aei,it}i90 
tHdy-.ibecauM toO'.fewi^now,!iQats maK 
Mbiable toiroIlltoicarry/tteiWOundfdJiin: 
, 1 1 1 f^idan > headi^artel3 <j the 1 1 {^ ay's I ,«1^4 1 lie 
tent 4bi Iht ixfia.^ statibTu aod-intm tbtff^ 
rcais fi'aaneoded tOi'Xhe' posits dsse^mm- 

is I possible I for ttheicaAs AongOi(,ti^ afm& 
<caD beii.-nsitedoionl^ii'i^' Jiigbt. iv^e 
irtiunded. are brou^ toutbeseEnby iblie 
-irancenjiers > throtkgh ; the I i&qyauav > or . I ow^ 
immicatiou ' tTQnche8|;,<tuad.MUSQbUy..ibavje 
their '&st ' '.attention .fajws. ./After,,, ficgt 
aid fttaidteenadhaiiusteredjaiidi when tbWB 
aDe'«DOugb^for>a load,.oK,tbei!e,is aiseriow 
<caie, the' cat. goes to the iriage, .stopping 
-atntihe relay statiooti £n^/whi(ji.«|.,qar 
I. .Bo: 
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is I stofc ' ta ' ithe i jiocto i tei . rqilaca uthe ^6vstl ; 
iHticbreMdmaitotiie rolay«tatioii:<UrQctlyl 
fiiom>'ihd hoqiitaL'! ■■'.'-'..'/ .'.< u.]---'i 

i<rrMihoBiHtnlB also .are divided; iuto two 
nudiU GlaBses,' the fridgis, oc&Dnt.hospitfdSi 
ia'ibaliome .af^firs, and tbie Ji-OuEV 
hoBtntaUiiof levacuationj anywbeTe batdl 
of>4h&&a. I Hie hospital bf «vajauation 
i^'Lihe'itfiifd'af'theLfaur stages -llufou^ 
nikidl'aiwQimded manipafifles.: iThb^fiuat 
isiithe'fiDiA'lihe dresBbig.8tat(olK, theiabn; 
tboBecdiidj if<^e#DiiDd is at aU serious^ 
ia thaitriage; : the thirds i if lEimous.eaougb; 
i^'rtheilhoGffitiBl'i^f' evacuation)' aIld^thia 
kmrthf iflthe - soldier, has been, confin^ 
tai'the! ho^tal for bra-cH more days, is 
th^ ia^-da^ permusumito Paris, Nicej (ND 
Boabe othdr pfece t^ his choice. Thett 
these' 'dawc^, in. eomb «ases,.aie subdln 
vidbd into i separate ho^tads tor c&aehea^ 
<Usit,ajid TtnUadet^': 
-''Theser snbdivisioliB aometiiueS'. make 
ooinpliaatioim,! as int>thft case .tit lOne 
[SO 



) by Google 



THE WHITE ROAD OF MYSTERY 

driver who was given what appeared to 
be a serious case to take to the couchk 
hospital. While on the way, however, 
the serious case revived sufficiently to 
find his canteen. After a few swallows 
he felt a pleasant warmth within, for 
French cetnteens are not filled with water, 
and sat up better to observe his sur- 
roundings and to make uncomplimentary 
remarks to the driver. Arrived at the 
hospital, the brancardiers lifted the cur- 
tain at the rear of the car, and seeing 
the patient sitting up and smoking a 
cigarette, apparently in good health, they 
refused to take him, and sent the car on 
to the assis hospital. Overcome by his 
undue exertion, the wounded man lay 
down again, and by the time the ambu- 
lance had reached the other hospital was 
peacefully dozing on the floor. The 
brancardiers shook their heads, and sent 
the car back to the coiurhe hospital. 
Somewhat annoyed by this time, the 

[52] 
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ambtdancier did not drive with the same 
care, and the jolts aroused the incensed 
poila, who sat up and began to ask per^ 
sonal questions. The driver, not wishing 
to c<mtinue his trips between the two 
hospitals for the duration of tiie war, 
stopped the car outside the coacbi hos- 
pital, and, seeing his patient sitting up, 
put him definitely to sleep with a tire 
tool, and sent him in by the uncomplaining 
braneardiers. 



We 



r E sp^d a good part of our time in 
tiie abri. Just now the Boche appears 
to have taken a particular dislike to this 
part of the sector, for he is strafing it 
most unmercifully. We do not doubt at 
all that it is because we are here. The 
fact that there are six thousand Frendi 
guns massed in the woods, so near to- 
gether that you cannot walk a dozen feet 
without tripping over one, may, of course, 
have something to do with the enemy's 
[53] 
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vindictiveness, but that does not occur 

to UB. 

After taking an hour or two of inter- 
rapted sleep in the abri, we step out m 
the early morning to get a brealh of 
fresh air and to imtangle our cramped 
muscles. A shell or two whines in un- 
comfortahly near, and we are convinced 
that the enemy knows our every move 
by instinct. When we sit in the abri 
during the day, and there is never a 
second that we do not hear the whine 
of at least one sheU overhead, and 
the intervals between shells striking near 
enough to shake the abri and rattle Eclats 
on its steel looi grow less, we are con- 
vinced the Boche is searching for our 
dugout When I am making a run to P a, 
and, rounding Dead Horse Comer, start 
on the last stretch, and a shell knocks 
a tree across the road a himdred feet 
ahead, blocking us completely, and two 
more shells drop on the road by the tree, 
[54] 
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two more strike ten yards on our right, 
and another lands within fifteen feet on 
our left, there is no doubt in my mind 
that the raiemy is after me. 

In reality, of course, the enemy has no 
idea where the abris are located, and just 
now is simply taking a few chance shots 
at a likely comer — but every man knows 
that every shell he hears is meant for 
liini personally, — all of which goes to 
prove how egotistical we really are. 

As one man remarked, "Our life out 
here is just one d — brancardier after an- 
other." The brancardiers, or stretcher- 
bearers, include the musicians — for the 
baiid does not play at the front, — the 
exchanged prisoners who lu'e pledged to 
do no combatant work, and others who 
volunteer for or are assigned to this work. 
These men are in the front line trenches, 
whra« they bandage wounded men as they 
are hit, and carry them to the front abri, 
C55] 
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where the major, army doctor, gives them 
more careful attention. At the front 
abri are other brancardkrs, who then 
take charge of these men and load them 
into our cars. We arrive at the hospital, 
and brancardiers there imload the ambu- 
lances and carry m the wounded. Inside 
the hospital other brancardiers nurse the 
wounded, as no women nurses are allowed 
in the iriage hospitals. 

A callous, hardened, dulled class of 
men, fdisolutely lacking in sentiment, 
yet doing a noble and heroic work. Who 
could do their work without becoming 
callous — or insane? We curse than 
often when they put a man in the ceu- 
upside down or drop him, but we forget 
that when the infantry goes en repo$, the 
brancandiers stay at their posts, going 
out into No Man's Land every hour to 
bring in a countryman or an enemy. 
When, standing by the car at P 3, I see 
two brancardiers carrying a man up firom 
[56] 
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the abri and, after noticing that both his 
arms are broken, one in two placra, that 
both legs are broken, that a bloody bandage 
covers bis chest, and that the white band 
around bis head is staining red, I see them 
drop him when a E^ell screams over- 
head, I curse them. But I forget that 
for the piist two nights, with their abri 
filled with chlorine gas, these same men 
have toiled faithfully in suffocating gas- 
masks, bringing in the wounded, caring 
for them, and loading ihem on our cars. 
I forget that these men have probably 
not had an hour's consecutive sleep for 
weeks and that it may be weeks before 
they have again; that it is months since 
they last saw a dry foot of ground, ot 
fdt that for a moment they were free of 
the ever present expectation of sudden 
death. It is something to remember, 
and it is to wonder ratber how they do 
these things at all than why they seem 
at tim^ a litUe careless or a bit tired. 
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Would the brancardier tell you this? 
When he sees you be asks after your 
comrades. He takes you in and gives 
you a cigarette and some Pinard in a 
battered cup, and tries to find you a 
place to rest, all the time telling you 
dieerful stories and amusing incidents. 

The Staff is the brains of the army; 
Aviation, the eyes; the Artillery, the voice; 
the Infantry and Cavalry, the arms; the 
Engineers, the hands; the Transporta- 
tion, the legs; tie People bdiind it, the 
body; but the Brancardier is the soul. 

X HERE are sounds outside of a klaxon 
being worked vigorously. However, we 
have several dozing Frenchmen inside 
the abri who are making similar noises, 
so nothing dawns upon our sleepy senses 
for 8<Hne minutes while the owner of the 
klaxon searches for the abri. This is 
dEiugerous business, because on all sides 
are barbed wire, shell-holes, and other 
[60] 
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abris. Also, as this one is located in the 
comer of a graveyard, tiiere is danger 
that the searcher wiU wander on and 
uproot a dozen or more wooden crosses 
in the search. At last he discovers the 
right one by falling down the pit we 
called stairs before the rain set in. A 
violent monologue arouses us from our 
dozing comfortlessness, and we learn that 
a car is wanted at P 2. I amnext on caQ, 
so I slowly and painfully unwind myself 
from a support and two pairs of legs, and, 
with the man who rides with me, make 
my way into the outer darkness. 

We get the car and start off down the 
road with no li^ts anywhere, and pray 
that everything coining the other way 
keeps to its side of the road and goes 
slowly. There is always something com- 
ing the othCT way — and your way, 
a steady succession of camions in the 
centre of the road, and of artillery trains 
on the side. The camions are mostly 
C61] 
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very heavy and very powerful, and have 
no compunction at all about what they 
nm into, as they know that it cannot 
harm th^u. The ammunition trains con- 
sist of batteries of 75's, little framework 
teams with lorpUles fitting in small com- 
partments like eggs, and other such 
vehicles in tow of a number of mules, 
with the driver invariably asleep. The 
trafGc, however, in spite of the pitch 
darkness, would be endurable if it were 
not for the mud which often comes up 
to the hubs. It is a dimy mud, and 
if spread thinly is extremely slippery. 
On the roads it is rarely ^read thinly, 
and when one gets out to push he often 
sinks in up to the knee. Then of course 
there is always the whine of arrivees and 
dipctrts passing overhead, and the occa- 
sional crump of a Gierman 77 or i5o 
landing near at hand. 

The French and the German gunners 
play a little game every night with supply 
C62] 
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tnuns and shells. The shells are trumps. 
The object is to see who can play the 
more "cards" without being trumped. 
An artiUery train counts one, a camionnelie 
two, a camion five — because it blocks the 
road for some time when hit, and gives 
the enemy time to trump more cards — 
two ambulances give a win, and if a 
gun is hit the enemy is disqualified. The 
game is very interesting — for the artillery. 
This modernized blindman's buff is 
carried on at its brat in the early hours 
of the moming before the game becomes 
too free-for-all to score carefully, and 
most of the cars are returned to the 
"pack" — out of the zone of fire — to 
wait for the next evening's fun. At this 
time the roads are crowded, and the 
game is at its height. As the fun increases 
for the judges, however, it decreases for 
the players, — that is to say the "cards." 
The prospect of being trumped is not a 
pleasant anticipation, although it keeps 
[63] 
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up the interest and prevents ernmi. 
After an hour or so of sport the going 
becomes very bad, as there are always 
many horses killed, and when the fight- 
ing is at all severe there is no time to 
bury them. Then, too, the narrow gauge 
railway crossing the road every few rods 
is often hit, and left, like a steel oc- 
topus, with its twisted tentades stretch- 
ing out in all directions. These add to 
the sport hugely, and our diief consola- 
tion is to imagine the Boche over on his 
side having fuUy as bad if not a worse 
time than we. 

"This or the next?" inquires my com- 
panion in reference to a cross-road which 
appears on our right. 

Having no idea I answer, "This one," 
and we turn. An unaccountable niunber 
of jounces greets us as we continue. 

"They must have strafed this road a 
good bit since our last roll," my friend 
comments. 
[64] 
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The going is worse, and we stop to get 
our bearings. We shout and presently 
a fonu rises from the darkness. At any 
hour of the day or night it is possible to 
rouse by one or more shouts any numb^ 
of men anywhere. You can see no one, 
as the worid, for -obvious reasons, lives 
underground in the rabbit burrows of 
(Aris, but when needed comes forth in 
force. This is very convenient, as often 
when driving at night one finds his car 
stuck in the middle of a new and large 
shell-hole, and help is necessary. We 
ask our location. 

"Ah, oui, ATsicu, P-trois!" 

We have come by error to the artillery 
paste and must retrace our way. We 
exchange cigarettes with the friendly 
iHrmctirdier and set off again. At last we 
get back on the right road, and after 
making another turn are nearing the 
paste. In the last gleams from a star- 
shell ahead we see something grey by 
[65] 
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the side of the road. As we Eire in the 
woods I take a quick look with my flash. 
It is one of otu* ambulances. My friend 
and I look at eadi other, and are mutually 
glad that it is too dark to see each 
other's face. A careful survey of the 
surroundings yields nothing, and we press 
on — in silence. We jolt into the posfe 
with racing motor and wheels clogged 
with mud, and go down into the very 
welcome abri. Our friends there know 
nothing about the ambulance, so we 
hope for the best. 

Friendships at the front are for the 
most part sincere — but somet^es short. 

J.T is about ten o'dock in the evening. 
We have been given a load at P 2 and 
are returning to the hospital. We txun 
from the battered Bois d'Avocomt into 
tbe Bois de Recicourt, and passing through 
the Bois de Pommiers roU into the valley. 
We cross through the town, and when 
[66] 
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the sentry lifts the gate pull slowly up 
the hill towards Brocourt. Punctually 
at five-thirty ttiis evening twelve shells 
whistled over R^cicourt and struck the 
hill, but fortunately not the road. 

This hill makes a perfect target for 
the Boche, for if he falls short he hits 
the town, if he overshoots he will prob- 
ably hit the hospital, and if he hits what 
he aims at he may get the road. Conse- 
quently there are intermittent homhard- 
mentB at all hours of the day and night 
— preferably at night as there is more 
traffic on the roads. There is one time 
that the Boche never fails to greet us. 
That is five-thirty. Every day while I 
was there, as the hour struck, or would 
have struck had the clock been left to 
strike it, twdve shells whistled over 
Rgcicourt and knocked fruit from the 
ordiard on the hiU. If the Boche wera 
sentimental, we would say it was the 
early twilight that made him do this, 
C67] 
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but as we remember Belgium we call it 
habit. There are sev^al big rdtis set up 
by the roadside like kilo-stones to remind 
OS that to roll at five-thirty is werfaofen. 

For some unexplained and mysterious 
reason many of the Gennan f^ells do 
not ex^dode. Whether this is from faulty 
workmanship or d^ective fuses or ma- 
terials we do not know, but it causes 
the poilus much amusement. There will 
be the whine of an arriv^e and a dull thud 
as it strikes the ground, but no explosion. 
Every Frenchman present immediately 
Toais with laughter and shouts, "RdW 

Rear 

We crawl up the hill, the road luckily 
having escaped injury during the after- 
noon, and at length reach the hospitak 
Then, much lightened, we start back. 
Coasting dowly down the hill we have a 
perfect opportunity to observe the horizon. 

The sky toni^t is softly radiant, a 
velvety blaqk with myriads of brilliant 
[68] 
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stars in tiie upper heavens. Opporate us 
is anotho* hill, crowned with trees which 
break gently into the skyline. Above 
these the ^y flashes and sparkles in 
iridescent glory. The thundering bat- 
teries light up everything with brilliant 
.flashes, and the star-shells springing up 
over No Man's Land hang for an instant 
high in the air with dazzling brilliaocy, 
and then fading, drift slowly earthward. 
The artillery signals (V^rey lights, 
rockets carrying on their stlc^ one, two, 
three, and four lights) dart up everywuere. 
A raider purrs overhead, and golden bursts 
of shrapnel crat^ in the ^y. All merge 
togeth^, first one, then another stand- 
ing forth to catch the eye for a brief 
second, the kaleidoscopic brilliancy lift- 
ing one up out of the depths of the mire 
to fo^t for a momait why these lights 
flare — treacherous will o' the wisps 
leading men on to death — and one sees 
only the wonderful beauty of the scene: 
C69] 
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a picture impressed on the memory which 
makra all seem worth while. One sight 
of these causes the discomforts and dan- 
gers of the day's work to fade, and they 
becwne a symbol — a pillar of fiire leading 
on to the victory that is coming when 
Bight shall have conquered Might, and 
the tortured world can again breathe 
fredy. 

XT is night, and the rhJW mist has settled 
dose to the ground. It is cold and damp, 
hut the front is always cold and damp so 
no one comments on it. We are several 
feet undra^round and that augmoats the 
chill somewhat, but as here one hves under- 
ground he does not think of that. There 
is a tittle breeze outside, for the burlap 
that hangs at the foot of the stairs lead- 
ing to the outer world quivers, and the 
lone candle ilickers uncertainly, casting 
weird shadows from the black steel roof 
on the sleeping forms. The sides of the 
C70] 
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a6ri are lined with bunks, wooden frames 
covered witii wire netting, upon wMcb lie 
sprawled brancardters, poilus, and in one 
an American has managed to locate him- 
sdf quite comfortfd)ly. The abri is short, 
and the few bunks are at a premium. 

Two of our men are asleep, — one on 
the floor, another. in a bunk. The rest 
of us wrap oiu* coats around us and 
smoke pensively. We think of home, and 
wonder what our friends there are doing 
just now. It is August and slightly aft^ 
midnight. The time differ^ice makes it 
a few minutes past six in the States. At 
the seashore they are coming in irom 
canoeing and swimming, sitting around 
before dinner, discussing the plans for the 
evening and the happenings of the day. 
At the mountains they are finishing rounds 
of golf or sets of tennis, and the pink and 
gold of the sunset is crowning the peaks 
with a fading burst of glory. Soon the 
lights of the hotel will shine brightly 
C71] 
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forth into the gathering gloom, and the 
dance music will strike up. 

E^ch talk the others just what he 
would be doing at the moment ware he 
in the States, and comments. It is aU 
done in an absolutely detached manner, 
just as one describes incidents and diap- 
ters in books. We think we would like 
to be home now, but we know that we 
would rather not. We are perfectly 
contented to be doing what we are 
doing, and do not envy those at home. 
Nor do we begrudge any of them the 
pleasant times they may be having. In 
fact, if we thought they were giving them 
up we would be miserable. One cannot 
think about this war for long at a time, 
and when one meditates it is to specu- 
late on what is happening at home. One 
gloats over imaginary dances, theatres, and 
€dl varieties of good times. I have often 
enjoyed monologue discussions with my 
friends, or imagined myself doing any 
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one of the many things I might have 
been doing. It is the lonesome man's 
chief standby to Kve by proxy. 

Outatde there is continually the ditll 
thunder of the guns. They are evidently 
firing tir de barrage, for there is a certain 
regularity in the wave of sound that 
rumbles in on us. Perhaps the barrage 
is falling on the roads behind the enemy 
lines, cutting off and destroying his supply 
trains. Perhaps it is trying to sweep 
scone of his batteries out of existence, or 
perhaps it is falling on his trenches, 
taking its toll of nerve and life. Again 
we can only conjecture. There is the 
continual whine of his shells rushing 
overhead, and the crump-crump of their 
breakii^; in the near distance. Then the 
enemy starts a little sweeping of his own, 
and the arrivees begin to fall in an arc 
which draws steadily nearer, until a 
thunder clap just outside and the rattling 
of ^kUs, dirt, and tree fragments on the 
[73] 
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roof, make you rejoice in your cover, and 
you chuckle as a brancardier sleepily 
remarks, "Enfrez!" You wonder curi- 
ou^y, and listen expectantly to see if 
the next will fall on you; then you doze 
again or say something to the man beside 
you. 

Inside there is an equal variety of 
sounds. There are poilas snoring in 
seven different octaves, there is the splut- 
ter of the candle overhead, and £rom 
one comer an occf^ional moan from some 
wounded man, growing more frequent 
as the night wears on. We may not 
take him in untU we have enough for a 
load. Soon there is the sound of feet 
on the stairs, and a brancardier stumbles 
in leading a man raving wildly, with his 
head sWathed in fresh bandages rapidly 
staining with the oozing blood. Some 
one moves, and he is seated and given 
a cup of Pinard and a cigarette, which 
he accepts gratefully. We get ready to 
[74] 
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go out to the ambulance, but the doctor 
shakes his head — we have not a load 
yet. Some of the regulations perplex us; 
but it is not OUT business, so we light up 
our pipes again and snuggle down into 
our fur coats, dozing and listening to 
the whine of the shells outside and the 
moans inside. Then, after a while, an- 
other blesse is brought to the door and 
the doctor nods. Two of us jump up, 
snatch our musettes, nm to the car, and 
assist the brancardiers in shoving in the 
third man, who is imconscious. Then we 
crank up, and after some minutes of 
manoeuvring in the deep mud reach the 
road and start for the hospital. 

X. HE black of the night, split by the 
star-shells and the batteries, has given 
place to the grey of Uie dawn. All is 
still and quiet, with the rare crash of a 
battery or an arriv^e alone breaking the 
olence. There is no ^gn of the sun, and 
[75] 
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it wffl be soBK bans bef<Mv it Iscib 
tltrooeli * bf carir mi^t to <»«"1> im^^ w^ 
ibr a fev brirf momenta bcf cm« tlie nrro^ 
cndii^ rain anrdope u a^ain. — Um it 
is the irumnu lanps. 

After King for two bonis in laie f£ Ae 
bonks in the abri, and vainly endeaiToring 
to keep warm with tiro blesae blankets, 
I arise sti£Qy and crani out into the fredi 
tar. The tiate blankets are sin^e Uankets 
quartered and, as they are assigned for 
use in the ambulances and obris tat the 
wounded, often bring little visitois. 

The air is clear and damp, and remaA- 
ably invigfurating. A few deep hreaths 
start the blood slowly moving tbroo^ 
my veins, and I walk around in the 
mud, stretching my cramped limbs. 
Hiere are the usual new shell-holes 
scattered about to make us first rejoice 
in our shelter and then look doubtfully 
at the all-too-thin layer of dirt on the 
roof between us and a direct hit. The 
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Germans, when they take up a position, 
seem to think of it as permanent, dig their 
. abris often as deep as a hundred feet 
underground, and are aleolutely safe in 
them except when a raiding party tosses 
a grenade down the stairs. Their officers' 
quarters are particularly spadous, lined 
with cement, with the walls often papered, 
holding brass beds and other quite civi- 
lized comforts. A piano was found in 
one. It had been put in before the cement 
was laid, and they were unable to ranove 
it when they retreated — even if they 
had had the time. The French, whether 
&om InyJTiPSH or because they expect 
soon again to be moving forward, waste 
little time on the dug-outs. The standard 
is a pit lined with sandbags, and covered 
by a conventional form of corrugated 
steel roof, with more sandbags and a little 
dirt on top of this. These protect from 
ihe icUUs, or shell fragments, but form a 
death trap for all inside if there is a direct 
[79] 
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hit. If the side of a hill or a hoUow is 
available it affords more protection. 1!he 
one direct hit on our abri at P s was 
luckily a "dud," and caused no damage. 

I walk over to the pile of discarded 
equipment to see if anything interesting 
has been added during the night. This 
and the hospital are the two favorite 
places for souvenir hunters. At all the 
posies and in the hospitals the riiles, 
bayonets, packs, belts, cartridges, knives, 
grenades, revolvers, shoes, and other 
equipment of the wounded and dead are 
put in a large pile, and the first to recover 
get the pick — after our selection. At 
the pastes these things are piled in the 
open, with no protection bam the ele- 
ments, and many are slowly disintegrat- 
ing. This morning, of the new things 
there is of interest only one of the large 
wire-chppers, used by the pionniers and 
scouts for passing through the enemy 
wire. But my &iaid has seen them first, 
[80] 
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so I waive all claims, and he tucks them 
carefully away in one of the several side- 
boxes with which the cars are equipped. 
The trees are twice decimated, but 
the birds have stayed, and now they 
are waking and, overflowing with higli 
^irits, sing their message of good cheer. 
They answer each other from different 
parts of the wood, and by closii^ one's 
eyes one seems to be in the country at 
home. Never has the song <^ birds 
seemed more beautiful or more welcome, 
and, gladdened, we listen while we may, 
before the slowly swelling thunder of the 
guns, beginning their early morning bom- 
bardment, drowns out all other soimd. 
We go down again into the abri and 
pray for a load soon to take us down 
to the hospital and breakfast at head- 
quarters. 



We 



r E have been ordered en repos, and 
after turning in our extra gas masks — 
[81] 
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we carry ten in the car for the wounded 
in addition to the two on our person — 
our bless^ blankets, and stretchers, we 
start in to load the cars with our Criends, 
and our own baggage. As for some time 
our baggage has been lying en masse in 
the "drawing-room" of Tucker Inn, as 
some humorous conductew styled the 
roofless pen in RIcicourt, where our be- 
longings were left while we were rolling, 
or in the surrounding abris, one could 
not be at all certain that he was putting 
the right things in the right duffles, and 
it was not siujirising if a stray jar or two 
of confiture most unaccountably found its 
way into one's own duffle. 

The section in formation, we roll off 
with the sun shining brightly on grimy 
cars and drivers, down the roads, passing 
ruin after ruin, with a burst of speed 
pjist a comer in view of the German 
trenches, and we again begin to see 
familiar ground. The green hill back of 
L82] 
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Erize, with shadows of the woods and the 
scars of the old trenches, appears in the 
distance, and my friend looks at me and 
chuckles. 

Back in the same httle town, parked in 
the same ruins with the same quietness, 
peace, and rdbxation from the tenseness 
of the past days, which is so welcome this 
time, my friend and I walk into a UtUe 
eslaminet, pledge each other in glasses 
of French beer, and taking off our hel- 
mets for almost the first time in what 
seems an age, survey ibem and eadi 
other in placid contentment. 
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J\ BATCH of mail was given out the 
morning after our return. When we 
moved, our address seemed to have been 
lost, for only a few letters, of no interest 
to any one, managed to find us. We have 
been too busy to miss than, and when 
they arrived in a bunch there were no 
complaints. 

It is a wonderful thrill to get a letter 
from home, to read what those who mean 
all to one are doing, and to fed their 
personalities throbbing "between the 
lines." We bridge for a brief moment 
the chasm of three thousand miles, and 
in revery gaze upon those persons, those 
places, and those things we have known. 
Our thoughts here are always in the 
past. We cannot think of the present, 
and we dare not think of the future, but 
there is always the past to Uve in, — the 
past of events and memories. 
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We settle down to the same dull 
monotony as before. For a few days 
this is bliss, but it soon becomes tiring 
again. All work here is contrast. Wheaa 
we are at work, we work intensively, 
taking less rest than seems physically 
pos^le, and when en repos we are plunged 
into the dullest monotouy imag^naUe, 
with nothing to amuse or occupy us. 
This is true of every branch of active 
service. 

The few air raids are rather an anti- 
climax after the days that have just 
passed, especially as nothing falls near 
enough to cause us any annoyance. At 
Bar-le-Duc the Bodie playfully drops a 
dozen bombs into the Gennan prison 
camp, much to every one's amusement; 
a nule from us he destroys a camp of 
Bulgarian prisoners, and we wonder at 
his hard-headedness and lau^. But the 
nract night we hear bombs crfishiiig in the 
distance, and in the morning learn from 
[88] 
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some men in another section passing 
through that it was Vadlaincourt, where 
the Huns flew so near the ground that 
soldiers in the streets shot at them with 
rifles. At that height the aeroplanes 
could not mistake their targets, and they 
retired only when the hospital was a 
mass of flaming ruins. There are no 
smiles at this. Another night the pmring 
motors reveal outlined high against 
the stars a fleet of Zeppelins, bound we 
know not where, but, we do know, on a 
mission of death to the innocent. 

X HE enemy aeroplane comes over us 
often. We have wondered why, but we 
now realize that while the Allies can get 
control of the air when they want it, to 
keep continual control would be too 
expensive m both men and machines. 
The anti-aircraft gun theoretically solves 
the problem. When an enemy madiine 
appears, a battery of contre-avions is 
C89] 
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notified and essays the destruction of liie 
adventurer. 

It is pretty q>ort. A little white 
machine, sometimes catching the glint 
of the sun, dashes towards us at a great 
height. It is sifted, and then the hifj^- 
pitched boom-booms of the conire-avion$ 
start in, and the shrapnel brea^ at 
varying distances around the machine 
like powder-pu£fs, which float along for 
some minutes. After a little of this 
harmless sport the Bocbe gets out of 
range, the guns cease, and the machine, 
having in the meanwhile disposed oS 
some bombs or taken some photographs, 
dashes off, to be followed shottly by one 
or two Frenchmen. 

The practical value of the anti-aircraft 
guns is to keqp the machines so high in 
the air that they can accomplish little, as 

the guns rarely score. At M , where 

every day they have been shooting two 
or three hundred rounds at the machines 
[903 
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which fly ovot the city, they are quite 
proud of their record, for once in one 
day they shot down three machines — 
two of their own and one German. 
They have lieen resting on their Iam%ls 
ever since. It was a few examples like 
this which taught the French ainnen to 
keep out of the sky while the corUre-aciont 
were busy. 



Na 



Napoleon " was so christened by us 
because, despite bis sparrow-like form and 
manner, he considers himself the moving 
spirit of the anny in general and of our 
section in particular. Because he knows 
nothing about automobiles, he styles him- 
self £iu expert, — the mere fact that he 
is assigned eis derk to an ambulance 
section proves his claim. The one time 
he had the indiscretion to touch a car, 
he drove the heutenant's luvund the 
compound with tiie emergency brake 
set — after ttilling the sous-chef that he 
C91] 
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had driven cars for twenty yearsl One 
of the ambulances goes for naUaSlaneni 
every day, carrying "Napdeon," who 
disappears into mysterious buildings and 
returns with still more m^terious edibles, 
presumably for our delectation. 

On one trip the carburetor gave trouble 
and we stopped and cleaned it. While 
we were working we noticed "Napoleon" 
industriously turuiag the lights on and 
off, pumping the button on the dash. 
We said nothing, and when we had fin- 
ished and started the car again he tapped 
his <^est proudly, cocked his head, and 
said, "Moi!" 

In drcunmavigating a large team in 
the centre of the road later that day I 
rubbed "Napoleon" off against a horse, 
and after that he snubbed me bn every 
occasion. 



Be 



JEING at the cross-roads, all manner 
of men and things come through Erize. 
[92 ] 
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The nevO'^Ddiiig stream of camions pass- 
ing each other as they go, layers deep 
with dust and grime, winds on steadily. 
There is great rivalry between the camion 
peJotom, and each has adopted an ia- 
signia painted on the sides of the cars 
to distinguish it from the others. As 
there are several hundred peloUms the 
designs are many, iateresting, and reveal 
much of the innex nature of the poibi. 
Every species of beast and fowl is de- 
picted, — greyhound, stork, sweillow, and 
other types, — as a monkey riding on a 
shell, a demon wilii trident pursuing a 
German, and then perhaps a child's 
face, copied no doubt from the locket of 
one of the men. 

Soldiers go up cheering wildly, sing- 
ing and shouting. They return sOent, 
tired, covered with mud, and reduced in 
numbers. German rifles, bayonets, caps, 
buttons, cartridges, and other odds and 
ends are then offered for sale. In August 
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a poUu offered me a German rifle. I was 
examining it, and admiring the desigii^ 
when I noticed the maker's name, — the 
latest type Genuan rifle had been made 
in New Jersey, U.S.A. 

In addition to these things, the poibu 
have for sale many articles they have 
made themselves. The favorite is the 
hriquei, or pocket lighter. This is made 
in all conceivable sizes and shapes, and 
operates by a flint and steel lighting a 
gasoline wick. This is why we use more 
gasoline en repos than when rdlingl 
The soldiers eJso take the soixante-qaime 
shell-cases and carve and hammer them 
into vases. As many of the men were 
experts at work of this type "avarU la 
guerre," and as much local talent hfis 
appeared since, some of the specimens 
are very fine indeed, and command high 
prices in the cities. 

It is these laughing, playing, seemingly 
care-free soldiers who are the spirit of the 
[943 
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war. Relieved from the tense struggle of 
life and death for a brief rest, their joyous 
nature blossoms forth in reaction from the 
serious affairs of their day's work. 

X HEEIE is notMng that so brings out 
the best in a man as to £g^t against 
terrific odds, to struggle in a losing fi^t 
with the knowledge that only by sup^v 
human effort can tlie odds be equaled or 
turned. To work for an ideal is a wonder- 
fully in^tring thing, but when the battle 
necessitates the risking or the sacrificing 
of home, happiness, and life it brings to 
tiie surface in those who persevere charac- 
teristics which lie dormant or concealed. 

An ideal must be worth while when 
millions of men gladly risk their all for 
its attainment, and those men who risk 
and sacrifice must have returned to them 
something for what they give. What- 
ever sort of creature he is on the surface, 
the fire test, if a man passes it and is not 
C97] 
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shrivelled in its all-consuming flame, must 
develop in him obtain latent and hitherto 
buried attributes which are fit to greet the 
light of day. If he be lacking in worthy 
human instincts, the flame will destroy 
him, but if he passes through the test, he 
onerges a better man — how much better 
depends on the individual. At least, hav- 
ing once seen the ideal, he has scanethibg 
now for which to five and strive. 

X HE worid, jud^ng from what it saw 
on tbe surface, flatly declared that France 
could never stand up under the strain; 
but what has happened has proved how 
little of the real worth of a nation or of 
a man is ever visible on the surface. 
There must always come the test, the 
fire which bums off tbe mask, tbe false 
surface beneath which mankind ever 
hides, and brings forth what is concealed 
— good or bad. The bad is swept away 
and the good survives. 
[98] 
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The French are a temperamental people, 
and consequently are most easUy affected 
byv circumstances. In former times the 
mass of the people were inclined to be 
demonstrative, insincere, somewhat selfish, 
and rather egotistical. These character- 
istics could never pass the tests, and now 
tiie true spurit of France, the Phoenix, is 
rising from the ashes of the past a freed 
and glcoified being, radiant in the joy of 
acctanplishment. From the torture die 
has endiued, an understanding of the 
feelings and desires of oth«^ must be 
bom which wiU banish the taint of self- 
ishness forever. Those who do things 
are never egotistical — they have no time 
to talk, and France has been doing things 
these past years. Those who rub elbows 
with the eleoaentals and sacrifice for each 
other and a cause can never be in- 
sincere again. And what harm is there 
in d^nonstrationt* The bad diaracter- 
istics removed, this becomes merely an 
[99] 
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effervescence, a bubbling over of a joy- 
ous, unrestrained nature — Ponce de 
Leon's true fountain of perpetual youth. 
The difference between the men who 
have served at the front and either seen 
or felt great suffering, and those who 
have not, is most marked. One evening 
I was in an abri where some new recruits 
were wrangling over unimportant things, 
and showing their selfish character in 
every speedi and act, when a desper- 
ately wounded man was brought in. 
After serving for srane time in the trenches 
he had been given a few days' leave to 
see his family. He went back happily, 
thinking of the wife and the httle children 
he was soon to see again. Having left 
the third-line trenches, he was walking 
throu^ the woods down the boyau 
which leads to the outer world, when a 
shell broke overhead. The brancardiers 
patched him up and brought him in 
with his head bound so that his eyes and 
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mouth alone were visible. The doctor 
banded him a cup of Pinard and a ciga- 
rette, neither of which would be touch 
until he had offered it to the rest of us. 
I picked up bis helmet which he had put. 
down for an instant, although his eye 
never Mt it. There was a hole in it 
through which I could have rolled a 
golf ball. 

To illustrate the reverse — I was stand- 
ing in a town a little ways back, waiting 
for a car to give me a lift up to the lines, 
when a kitten rubbed against my leg. 
I picked it up and started to play with 
it. Instantly a peasant — not too old 
to serve — ruahed out and snatched the 
kitten Crom my anns: 

" Ce rCest pas h was! " was his comment. 

X HE English can never be called a 
temperamental race, but even their stolid 
worth has needed much shaking up for 
the best in it to come to the surface. 

[lOl] 
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The example they have set since their 
awakening is one which any nation may 
well emulate, and it will be a proud 
people indeed which can ever equal the 
record they have made in this war for 
courage and devotion, never surpassed 
in the hMtory of the world. 

The poila and the Tommy are of such 
opposite types that eatii completely mys- 
tifies the other. The Frenchnum works 
himself up to a fanatical state of enthu- 
siasm, and in a wild burst of excitement 
dashes into the &ay. The Englishman 
finishes bis cigarette, exchanges a joke 
with his "buukie," and coolly goes 
"over the top." Both are wonderful 
fighters, with the profoundest admira- 
tion for each other, but each with an 
absolute lack of understanding of the 
other, intensified by the difference in 
language. 



[loa] 



) by Google 



X HE varying characteristics ci troops 
from different parts of the world — the 
allied countries, dependencies, and col- 
onies — have led to their classification 
and assignment to the work best adapted 
to their temperament. The fighting 
troops are divided into two main classes 
called the "flying" and the "holding" 
divisions. There are some troops who 
are wondeiftd in a charge, but have no 
stamina or staying power to resist coimter- 
attacks or the wear of steady fighting. 
There are others who lack the initiative 
and dash, but who can hold on and resist 
anything. Then there are others who, 
while they are possessed of both quahties, 
are somewhat better suited for one class 
than the other. The Flying Divisions 
are used chiefly in the attacks, where a 
quick advance and desperate fighting 
must win the day. This completed, they 
go hack en repot again, while the Holding 
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Divisions take their place to consolidate 
the ground won, and to resist the enemy's 
attempts to regain it. The Flying 
Divisions have longer repos but more 
violent fighting while they are on the 
line, and the Holding Divisions have 
shorter repos but a less strenuous although 
longer stretch in the trenches. This has 
all been worked out &om observation and 
experiment. 

For example, — in the early days of the 
war the Madagascaos, Frendi colcned 
colonial troops, are given certain trenches 
to take. They take them with httle dday, 
and are told to consolidate and hold them. 
This is all very well imtil supper fails to 
arrive. The soldiers wait impatiently 
for a short while, and then, ignoring the 
commands of their officers, evacuate their 
trenches, which are immediately occu- 
pied by the Germans, and go back for 
their meal. Supper finished, with no 
hesitation they return and in a wild 
Ciod] 
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charge recapture their trenches and 
several more. 

Other French trooj® in the Flying 
Division are the Algerians, who have dcme 
wonderful fighting throughout the war, 
and have suffered heavily. It is the boast 
of the Foreign Legion, which is classed 
as Algerian, that since its organization 
it has never failed to reach its objective, 
and even in this war it has made good 
its boast. In one attack the Legion 
entered thirty-five thousand strong and 
returned victorious with a renmant of 
thirty-five hundred men. 

The Algerians have a sense of humor 
all their own. An ambulancier was carry- 
ing one of them down to the hospital. 
As he was only slightly wounded he was 
sitting on the front seat with the driver, 
leaving more room for the couches inside. 
One ci the couches was a German. Half 
way to the triage the Algerian made 
signs to the driver to stop. The driver 
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looked mquiringly at the man who, with 
a broad grin, pulled out a long knife and 
pointed at the German. The driver 
naturally did not hmnor him, and the 
sulky Zouave refused to speak to him 
during the rest of the trip. 

Another Algerian came into the paste 
one day. He had a great joke that he 
wanted us all to hear. He said that he 
had been given three prisoners to bring 
in, and was leading them down a road 
in a pouring rain, when he noticed the 
ruin of a house with the roof missing. 
He told the prisoners to go in thwe — 
"where it would be drier," and when they 
complied, stood on the outside and tossed 
grenades over the wall at them. 

The fact that the colonial troops of 
the Alhes, especially those of Great Brit- 
ain — the Canadians, Australians, and 
New Zealanders — fall practically with- 
out exception into the Flying Division 
because of the initiative, dash, and daring 
Cio6] 
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developed in them to such a degree, has 
given Germany, who has won more vic- 
tories with poisoned pen than with the 
sword, an opportunity to stir up hard 
feeling with her propaganda between the 
colonies and their mother country. 

This propaganda claims that England 
has sacrificed her Colonials to save her 
own troops. Nothing could be farther 
from the truth. While the Colonials are 
in the Flying Division and the krger 
part of the English in the Holding Divi- 
sion, because of their famous bulldog 
tenacity, the Enghsh have lost a greater 
percentage of their men than any one of 
the colonies. The world has never seen 
such fighting as the troops of Greet 
Britain have had to stand up under, and 
full credit is always given the Colonials 
for their share. 

The Canadians particularly have dis- 
tinguished themselves. They share with 
the Foreign Legion alone the distinction 
[1073 
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of never having been given an tiijective 
they have not taken. When the order 
came for the attack on Vimy Ridge it 
read: The Canadians wtU take Vimy 
Ridge ai such and such an hour, and they 
took it on the dot. With the Canadians 
must be put the Anzacs, — Australians 
and New Zealanders, — examples of what 
universal military training can do. 

Then Uiere are the Indians, who never 
take a prisoner. By training and tradi- 
tion they are great head-hunters, and 
enjoy nothing better than creeping out 
at night over No Man's Ijand and wait- 
ing before the enemy's trench until a 
sentry puts up Im head to oljserve. A 
quick sweep of the curved knife, the head 
is secured, and the Indian retiuns with 
the feeling of "something accomplished, 
something done, has earned a night's 
repose." Their sense of humor has much 
in common with that of the Algerians — 
and of the Germans. 
Cio8] 



) by Google 



Many of the heads, in all stages of 
curing, have heen found in the knapsacks 
and equipments of these troops — when 
they were dead or unconscious. While 
conscious, the Indian will guard them 
with his life, feelii^ that they are legiti- 
mate souvenirs. 

IHERE are three French medals 
which are given for service in this war, 
not to mention a number of lesser ones 
which are seen rarely. The moat coveted 
of these is the Legion of Honour, a medal 
famous for some centuries both in war 
and peace. This is divided into several 
classes. There is the Grand Cross of 
the Legion of Honour, a very large medal 
worn over the right-hand pocket with no 
ribbon. This has heen awarded to a few 
men of the greatness of Jofire and Petain. 
Then there is the grade of Commander 
of the Legion of Honour. This is a smaller 
cross worn at the neck. There are also 
[109] 
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the ranks of Officer and Chevalier. Both 
are small crosses on red ribbons, but tiie 
former has a rosette on the ribbon to 
distinguish it. Th^e are awarded to 
officers only and are greatly prized. 

Two new medids were struck for the 
war, — the Midaille Mililaire and the 
Croix de Guerre. The Medaille is a round 
medal on a yellow ribbon of one class 
only, and is awarded to officers and 
soldiers alike for actual bravery on the 
field. The Croix de Guerre is a bronze 
cross on a green and red ribbon, and 
has three classes, — the Croix de Guerre 
dArmee-, which has a bronze palm on the 
ribbon, de Corps dArmke, which has a 
bronze star on the ribbon, and de Division, 
which has a plain ribbon. They are 
awarded for different degrees of bravery 
OF service to officers and soldiers alike, 
and may be won unlimited times. In 
aviation a Croix witii palm is given to 
an aviator for every enemy plane he is 
Clio] 
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ofBcially credited with downing. Thus 
Gynemer at the time of his death was 
privileged to wear fifty-five pahns on his 
ribbon. For the benefit of such as he a 
silver palm is worn, representing five 
bronze, and a gold pahn in place of ten 
bronze. Before this was allowed, Gyne- 
mer wore his ribbon with forty odd 
palms. 

In addition to these there are the 
colonial medals and a number of French 
decorations whidi have not strictly to do 
with the war. 



To 



LONIGHT I am on guard. I have 
just taken a walk around the cars. It is 
the hour before the dawn, and the cold, 
grey mist hangs over all, robing the 
jagged ruins and harmonizing the rough 
outlines into samething more human, 
while accentuating the stare of the vacant 
window-openings. There is the first 
crescent of the moon in the sky. Two 
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comp€inie8 of artillery have just passed 
along the road. The guns and caissons 
creak and nimble, and the men, pre- 
serving a sleepy silence, bend forward 
on their horses, their heavy stibres smack- 
ing against the horses' sides, and their 
blue imiforms melting into the mist. 

The officer halts to water his horse, 
and we chat for a minute. The contre- 
avions are after a raider headed for Bar- 
le-Duc, and I put out my lantern. We 
Eonile as the shrapnel bursts more than 
a mile from the machine. The officer 
speaks a few words of praise about his 
men, then vaults on his horse. We ex- 
diange "bonne chance" and he canters 
off down the road, disappearing in the 
blue-grey mist. 

xV RUMOR creeps into camp that 

the next attack will be at V . Moto 

rumors follow, supported by the increased 
traffic. We are on the main road to 
Qua] 
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V — ~, and are keenly critical. We take 
out our maps and racamine the outlme 
of the &ont in the sector just as if 
we knew something about it. Would-be 
strategists hold forth in heated arguments, 
and many bitter debates follow, lliose 
of us who have the early watch just 
at daybreak notice many companies of 
tommte-quinzes rumbling by each morn- 
ing, and observe that they take the left 
fork of the road. Tim is important, for 

the left road leads towards M , which 

is really not in oxu: sector- More argu- 
ment follows, and ears are constantly 
strained to catch the first augmeDtatioD 
of the distant thunder of the guns, and 
to detenuine from which end of the 
sector it comes. 

Now all the oCBcers admit that an 
attack is to ensue shortly, but they do 
not know when. We tune up our cars 
and get our baggage ready, as we may 
be called. The lieut^iant receives some 
Cii3] 
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orders and warns us to be ready to move 
on a moment's notice. 

The traffic is incessant now. Camions 
with shells, barbed wire, camouflage cloth, 
torpilles, and more shells rush by. Crai- 
voys pass filled with troops, cheering 
wildly, thirty-five hundred or more in 
an evening. The thimd^ is gradually 
intensified, and the sky flashes faintly in 
the distance like heat lightning. From 
a hilltop artillery rockets and star-shells 
can be seen in the far horizon. More 
troops keep going up, and the guns pound 
the line with unabated fmy. 

It is evening, and we are formed in a 
circle listening to some story. The lieu- 
tenant walks up to us: 

"We move at seven in the moming," 
he says laconically, and steps o£f. 
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J. HIS time we have a different run. 
It is from Montz^ville to Hill aSg, and 
the wounded are brought in through the 
communication trench which leads to 
Mort Homme — the wdl-named Dead 
Man's HilL The road was once lined 
for a distance of perhaps a mile with 
towering poplars, evinced by the size of 
the stumps, but now not one of them 
is left higher than three or four feet. 
The road runs the entire distance across 
open meadows, and as what camouflage 
there was has been shot away by the 
Boche in his search for two aao batteries, 
which have long since moved on, the 
enemy saacisses can regulate the trafBc 
quite simply. The place has been shot 
up so much recently that there has been 
no time to repair the roads fully, and 
now there are long stretches temporarily 
[117] 
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patched with rough, broken stone, which 
makes bad going. Biding forward, one 
sees large German shells breaking on the 
road fdiead like sudden black clouds, 
which disappear slowly and convey to 
the mind uncomfortable premonitions. 

Mort Homme comes suddenly and 
bleakly into view about two kilometres 
on our left, — a hill, not exceedingly 
high, commanding a great plain, it is 
impodug only in the memory of the 
rivers of blood that have flowed down 
its sides. Once — and looking at it one can 
scarcely beKeve it — this was covered with 
trees and vegetation like many another 
1^8 famous hill. Now it is reduced to a 
mere sandpUe, pitted with the scars of 
a miUion shells. After standing the con- 
tinuous bconbardment of both combats 
ants for over a year, there is left not a 
stick of vegetation, nor an inch of ground 
that has not been turned over by shells 
many times. Crowned by the pink of 
[118] 
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the sunset, it stands there on the plain a 
great monument to the ^orious death 
of ^ousands. 

The French lost many thousands >of 
lives in their attempts to capture Mort 
Homme, and were very bitter, conse- 
quently, against its defenders. There 
was a large tunnel r unning through the 
hill, and when three sides had been cap- 
tured and both ends of the tunnel were 
held, it was discovered that they had 
trapped there three thousand Germans. 
I talked with a man who walked through 
tiie tunnel the day after the massacre and 
he told me that it was literally inches deep 
in blood. 

Arrived at the posie, which is nothing 
more than a hole in the ground, we stand 
around while the brancardiers load the 
car and exchange lies with any one who 
happens to be there. The Boche sends 
a dozen or more shells whining over our 
heads to break on the road or beside it, 
C"9] 
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and near enough for every one to gravi- 
tate slowly towards the abri in prepara- 
tion for a wild dive should the next shell 
fall much nearer. One man asked me 
why they put stairs leading into an abri, 
as nobody ever' thought of using them. 
When I asked him how else one would 
get out, he said be bad nev» thought of 
that. 

There is nothing quite so imcomf ortahle 
to hear as the near whistle of a shelL 
The more one bears the sound the more 
it affects him. There is something in 
the sharp whine which seems to create 
despair and induce subconscious melan- 
choly. There is a feeling of helplessness 
and powerlessness that is most depressing. 
The thunder of the guns or the crash 
of the bursting ^ells cannot be com- 
pared with the sound of this approach- 
ing menace. It is as if some demon 
from the depths of Hades were hurtUng 
towards you, its weird laught^ crying 
[lao] 



) by Google 



AT THE FRONT 

out, calling to you and chilling your 
blood. For the second of its passage a 
hush falls on the conversation, and the 
best jokes die in dry throats. But it is 
only for that second, and instantly 
laughter rings out again at some j^t. 
Speculations or comments are made on 
tiie probable or observed place where it 
eiiploded, and all is the same except iar 
that subconscious tenseness which, for 
the most p6Ut imrealized, grips every msan 
while he goes about his work here. 

The first ordeal by fire is the easiest. 
It is then but a new and interesting sensa- 
tion and experience. Later, after one has 
seen the effect and had some close calls, 
it is more of a nervous strain. The whine 
of a shell is very high-pitched, and after 
a time the sound wears distinctly cm the 
nerves. It is a curious fact that, in spite 
of the philosophy developed, the longer 
a man has been under shell-fire the harder 
it is for bim to stand it. By no means 
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would he think of lowing it, but he 
would not deny the fact. It is only the 
philoBophy and callousness developed 
which ke^ the men from breatung down, 
and in many cases the strain on the nerves 
Ijecomes so great that men do cdlapse 
under it. This is one of the forms of so- 
called "shell-shock." 

The car loaded with Messes, we start 
back, driving more slowly this time, as 
predous hves are in our care and jolts 
must be avoided wherever possible. We 
find the road still more "out of repair" 
than when we went over it before, with 
a number of new shell-holes varying from 
two to ten feet in diameter, and much 
wood, dirt, and torn camouflage strewn 
about, and often a horse lying where it 
was hit, its blood coloring the mud in the 
gutter. 

Approaching the town of Montz^ville 
one sees at first a wood — ci-demnt — now 
a few blackened tree-trunks of spectre-like 
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appearance f^;aiiist the grey of the even- 
ing sky. Behind thrae appears the town, 
a mass of jagged ruins, at that distance 
seeming to be absolutely des^ted. In 
fact it is, except for the dozen odd men 
who five in two or three scattered oirts 
for some obscure purpose. An air of deso- 
lation and despair broods over the i^ce, 
and God knows it has seen enou^ to 
haunt it. 

From Montzeville we ride on to Dom- 
basle and Jouy, the hospital, and aft^ 
handing over our more or less helpless 
dbarges to the tender mercies of the 
huncardiers, we return to the relay- 
station at Montz^ille to wait for our 
next roll, and to wonder what possible 
good those poilus can be doing who sit 
all day so peacefully at the door of the 
abri opposite ours, sipping Pinard and 
smoking their cigarettes. 
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X HE soldiers at the front are always 
looking for the bright side of hfe, and 
after a httle one gets to see hinuor in 
many more things than he would have 
believed possible at home. As an ex- 
ample, there seems to be little humor 
connected with a funeral, yet one of the 
times I saw the poilus most amused was 
one day at P 4, our relay-station, on 
such an occasion. 

There had been an intermittent bran- 
bardment, and we were sitting or stand- 
ing inside the abri waiting for it to let 
up. The abri was located in the comer 
of a graveyard, €ind there was always 
the unpleasant feeling that the next 
rain might wash a few bones in on us. 
The abri was anall, very crowded, and, 
as it was several feet underground, none 
too well ventilated. Every one spent 
long stretches here, and brou^t his food 
with him. What was too poor to eat 
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soon mixed with the mud on the floor, 
lending an unsavory odor to the atmos- 
phere. Presently one of the French- 
men went out to see if the bombardm^it 
had stopped. This is discovered by the 
same method one ascertains whether or 
not it is raining — if he gets wet the 
storm is not over. The bombardment 
was not over, and we waited. At last 
it seemed to have let up, only an occa- 
sional ^eU crashing into the woods 
across the road, and we went out to 
stretch and get a breath of air. 

The poihis gathered our inquisitive 
friend from the surrounding shrubbery 
and trees and put him into several empty 
sandbags which they laid on a stretcher, 
carefully placing the head, which appeared 
to have been sohd enough to withstand 
the shock, at the upper end. Another 
man carried a freshly-made pine-wood 
co£Bn. In high spirits, the assembled 
soldiers fonued a procession and marched 
["5 3 
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into the graveyard, singing alternately 
a funeral dirge and " Madelon," the 
French "Tipperary." This graveyard, 
not being on the firing-line itself, was 
rather a forma! affair. The graves were 
laid out in neat rows, and each man had 
one all to himself with a wooden cross 
and his name on it. Of course occa- 
sionally the sheUs did a little mixing, but 
that was a jest of the Fates which dis- 
turbed no one, least of all those who were 



Arrived at the grave, the poilus rolled 
in the fragments of our late friend and 
covered them with dirt. 

"^Not a dram toas heard, noi a funmil 
note." 

Then they came back, roaring with 
laughter and tossing the cofOn in the air. 
The hero had expected the cofiOn and they 
had fooled him. Now they could use it 
again. 
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The usual metkod of burial on the 
French &ont, where there is little time to 
attend to such matters, is to dig a ditch 
six feet wide, ten feet deep, and twenty 
feet long approjdmately. As each man 
K killed, time and circumstances per- 
mitting, he is divested of his coat and 
shoes, and his pockets are emptied. He 
is then thrown into the ditch and covered 
with a few shovelfuls of dirt. This sys- 
tem is all very well mitil new divisions 
relieve those in the trenches, and start 
digging ditches for their own men. As 
there are no marks to show the location 
of the old on^, they sometimes uncover 
rather impleasant sights. 

The reputation we have gained at home 
of being cold-blooded and lacking in the 
finer senses is undeserved. While one is 
in it he cannot permit himself to realize 
or dwell on the horrors or they would 
overwhelm Tiim and drive him insane. 
What is more natural than for the reao- 
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tion to turn the matter into jest and joke, 
to permit it to glance from the surface 
without inflicting a wound? — "Cest la 



X LUNGED suddenly from the com- 
monplaces of peace into the seething 
cauldron of war, France has had to adjust 
herself. Every one without exception 
has lost many who were dear to him and 
much that he had considered essentiaL 
The homes and hopes of thousands have 
been blasted. Destruction, following in 
the yrake of the invaders, has laid waste 
much of the laud, in many cases irrep- 
arably. 

Entering the war a man is possessed of 
the greatest seriousness. He thinks of its 
causes, the results both immediate and 
future, and of the effect of eac^ on him. 
He is stunned by what he believes him- 
self to be bearing up under. Then, as be 
moves up into the zone, into service and 
C128] , 
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action, and sees how others are affected, 
how much suffering and misfortune come 
to them, be merges his troubles with 
theirs, realizing the pettiness and in^- 
nlEcance of his own in the lout ensemble. 
He laughs, and from this laugh springs 
the phil(»ophy, — "Cest io guerre" 

If a fly falls in his soup, if his best 
Mend is blown to bits before him, if his 
home and village are destroyed, he cahnly 
shrugs his shoulders, and remarks, "Cesl 
la guerre." 

X HE roads at the front are cared for 
by a class of unsung heroes, the road- 
builders. Back of the lines German pris- 
oners are often used for this work, but 
it is a rule of warfare that prisoners must 
not be worked mider fire, and the Allies 
observe this as the other rules of civilized 
warfare. The roads are the arteries 
of the boat, and during an attack the 
enemy does his best to cripple them. If 
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he succeeds, the troops in the trench'^^, 
cut off £rom food, ammuiiition, and oth£ir 
supplies, are at his mercy. During one 
attack through which I worked, the 
Boche, whose hobby is getting ranges 
down to the inch and applying them as 
all other things in a definite system, put 
a i5o every ten yards down the more 
important roads. 

All work in the zone is done by three 
classes of workers, excluding ^e necessary 
military operations carried on by the 
troops in action. First, there are the 
German prisoners who do every kind of 
work out of the zone of fire. Then there 
are the French prisoners in the army, 
who have committed some mihtary crime, 
from sneezing in ranks to shooting a 
colonel. Instead of serving time in a 
guardhouse, these are put in the front-line 
trenches and kept there unarmed to build 
up the parapet, attend to the draios, stop 
Boche bullets, and perform other func- 
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tiom. If, for instance, a French soldier 
sends a letter through the civil instead 
of the military mails, where the censor^ 
ship is more strict, he receives a thirty 
days' sentence. If these prisoners make 
a suspicious move they are shot by their 
own men. Second timers are rare, but 
many serve life sentences. 

Then there is the third class, a regular 
brandi of the army, a subdivision of the 
engineers, termed pionniers. The engi- 
neers do the nastiest work in the army, 
and the pumniers do the nastiest work in 
the engineers. It is their duty to see 
that the wire is properly cut before a 
charge, that the parapet is in repair and 
does not lack sandbags, — and it is in 
this class that the roadbuilders come. 

AU along the roads lie piles of broken 
stone, which are continually replaced by 
loads &om the rear. At intervals are 
placed abris filled with roadbuilders who 
watch until a shell hits the road in their 
[i333 
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sector. Then, almost before the dirt 
settles, they rush out armed with shovels, 
and pile this rou^ stone into the hole 
and rush back again to shelter, to wait 
for the next shell, which is not long in 
coming. This rou^ patdiing is consoli- 
dated later when the sector quiets down, 
but does admirably for the time-being, 
as the mud and traffic push it rapidly 
into shape. 

Steam-rollers are then sent up to finish 
the work, but find themselves persmia non 
grata when left over night in the middle 
of a narrow and muddy road, with no 
li^ts showing. We ambalanciers are not 
fond of the species at any time, as they 
seem to have a great a£Bnity for six" 
inch ^ells. When disintegrated, any one 
of the numerous parts blocks our way. 
We are perfectly content to have the 
task left to the simple roadbuUder, who 
proves less of an obstruction aft^ meeting 
a one-fifty. 
[i34] 
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lANY undeveloped instincts lie dor- 
mant in the subconscious mind of man. 
In this war, where man has turned back 
the pages of civilization to live and act 
for a period of time as a glorified cave- 
dweller, a number of these unknown facul- 
ties have been discovered and developed. 

Many animals have the power of seeing 
in the dark, and all species can sense an 
unknown danger. These senses have 
been denied to civilized man, but the 
primitive life at the front has developed 
them and other instincts in those who live 
there so that it seems as if man might 
again beccone possessed of all bis latent 
powers. 

A man going along a road has a con- 
viction that if he continues he will be 
killed. He makes a wide detour to avoid 
the road, and a shell strikes where he 
would have been. Then again, men have 
premonitions that they will be killed in 
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the next attadt or battle. All this is 
coupled with absolute fatalism. They 
feel either that they are going to be 
killed or will live through everything, and 
whichever it is, they merely shrug their 
shoulders, remark, "C'est la guerre" and 
permit nothing to alter their belirf. 
Many say that the shell with their name 
on it has not yet been made, or if it has 
— "Why worry? We cannot escape it." I 
carried one man, while doing evacuation 
work, who had served three years without 
a scratch, and when en repos had fallen 
from an apple tree and broken his leg. 
He thought it a great joke. 

The ambulancier has developed two of 
these instincts to quite a degree. The 
first is that he can always locate an ah-i, 
his or some one else's, and disappear in 
it with astounding rapidity. The second 
is that he can keep the road with no 
lights. This has to be done almost en- 
tirely by instinct on many nights, and 
Ci36] 
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we find it usually safer to make a turn 
where the "inner voice" directs us rather 
than where we remember it should be. 
It is not remarkable, of course, that an 
occasional car falls into a ditch or a sheQ- 
bole, but astonishing rather how seldom 
this happens. While our Fords never 
attained any great speed in night driving, 
I rode once with a friend iram another 
section in a Fiat, when he drove in pitch 
darkness faster than fifty miles an hour, 
taking every turn accurately and safely 
by instinct and luck. 

X HE mud plays havoc with calcula- 
tions, and we long to set our foot once 
again on dry land. AH the water in 
France seems to have gone into mud. 
Water has never been a popular bever- 
age here, and now it is even less so. One 
horrified poilu, who had observed me 
drinking a glass of water, asked if it did 
not give me indigestion. At the front 
[i37] 
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there is good reason for this. With so 
many men buried in the gromid and so 
many flnimala uninteixed on it, all the 
springs are contaminated, and the germs 
of every disease lurk in the wat^. 

The French army provides a light red 
wine to take its place. This wine is little 
stronger than grape juice and is the 
Pinard of the poUus. The government 
also provides tobacco which, to quote 
one eanbalancier, cannot be smoked with- 
out a gas mask. 

The water in the streams is little better, 
and a bath in one of them gives more 
moral than physical satisfaction. One 
French artilleryman told me with great 
glee of seeing from his observation post 
a company of German soldiers marched 
down to a river for a bath. As soon as 
they were in the water he signalled the 
range to his battery, and they put a 
barrage between the bathers and their 
dothes. 

[i38] 
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V ERDUN is more than a name now — 

it is a symbol. France's glorious figbt 
here with her back to the wall has gone 
down in history as a golden page. The 
foe thundered at the gates and the gates 
held, — held for months while the fate of 
France hung in the balance, and then 
opening, the hosts of France poured out 
and drove the foe back mile by mile, 
bitter miles. 

The city does not boast an imscarred 
building, but these wounds do not bleed 
in vain. For every one here there shall ■ 
be two across the frontier when the day 
ci reckoning comes. An awe-inspiring 
silence broods over the littered streets. 
There are no civilians here now, but 
many soldiers, and as one walks an 
occasional cheer greets him, — " Vive 
FAmerique!" 

The enemy has been driven back so Ear 
by this time that not more than half a 
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dozen vengeful shells a day are directed 
towards the violated cathedral, its sub- 
teiranean vaults bloim open and exposed, 
its walls struck, its windows shattered, 
and its roof fallen. A walk through this 
city, divided by the peaceful Meuse, would 
convince one, if nothing had before, that 
this war is not in vain, and that no force 
should be spared, no rest taken until the 
nation which has perpetrated these million 
crimes be crushed, that it may never strike 
like this ag ain - 

A. BATTLE is made up of a number of 
attacks, and a push consists of a number 
of battles. Consequently, each attack is 
most impcHiant as it is one of the sin^e 
stones out of which the wall of the push 

is constructed. The taking of A was 

a small attack in itself, but it was a part 
of the foundation on which was built 
the great August push at Verdun. 
Out section rolled into a town about 

Ci4o] 
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four miles from A three days brfore 

the attack proper was scheduled to begin. 
We established our headquarters there, 
and our relay-station and poiie de secours 
in the Hesse Forest, the latter just behind 
the third-line trenches. 

In the Champagne push the year before 
the Frendi had not had nearly enough 
artillery support, and it had cost them 
many lives. It is something one hears 
spoken of rarely. To avoid a repetition 
of this disaster they had massed for this 
attack in one wood six thousand guns 
varying in calibre from the famous 75's 
to severed batteries of SSo's, mounted on 
a railroad a stone's throw from our sleep- 
ing quarters. However, as we had no 
time for sleep, it made little difference. 
The 75 is about a three-inch gun, and the 
38o, a sixteen approximately. 

Starting in three days before the attack, 
these guns began firing as steadily as they 
could without overheating. Very often 
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in our front abri it was impossible to write 
because of the vibration. One day, when 
we stopped in the woods to change a 
punctured tire, the car was knocked off 
the jack by the shocks several times 
before we could remove the tire, and at 
last we had to run in on the rim. 

Finally, just before the men were to 
go over the top, the barrage was set 
down in front of the trenches and the 
men climbed over the parapet, and started 
walking towards the enemy. It is always 
possible to tell the tir de barrage by the 
sound of the guns. There is a cratain 
regularity which is lacking when each 
gun is firing at independent targete, and 
the steady thunder gives one the feel- 
ing of a tremendous hammer Bmashing, 
smashing, irresistibly, each blow falling 
true and hard, and following one another 
with the regularity of the machines in a 
giant factory. 

A perfect barrage is impenetrable, with 



) by Google 



AT THE FROST 

the shells falling so near together and 
with such short intervals of time between 
that nothing can survive it. The only 
pGSsibihty is the inaccuracy of some one 
or more guns which will put a number of 
shells out of the line and leave a break 
or opening. 

Before the attack the officers all have 
their watdies carefully syBchronized, as a 
mistake of one minute may cost many 
lives. Walking ahead of their men, keep- 
ing them the right distance behind the 
solid wall of flame and steel, they wait 
until a certain minute when the barrage 
is lifted a number of ycirds and then 
advance to that distance. In the orders, 
the minute the barrage is to be lifted and 
the distance are given out beforehand; 
for to advance the soldiers too quickly 
would he to put than under fire from 
their own gims. 

In this attack the first wave passed 
over the destfoyed wire, and on reaching 
[43] 
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the enany's front-line trenches could not 
distinguish them from the rest of the 
ground, and found no living thing there. 
The second-line trenches were little bettCT, 
and they got their fighting at the third- 
line trenches. So perfect had the prep- 
aration and execution of this attack been 

that the Bois d'A was cleared of the 

enemy in thirteen minutes from the time 
the French left their trenches. 

The first wave ia followed by the 
"butchers" (the English "moppers-up"), 
who kill all the wounded and the odd 
prisoners, it being impractical for a charg- 
ing line to attempt to hold a few captives. 
Also another factor which makes this 
treatment of prisoners necessary, and 
which the Allies have learned by expe- 
rience, is that unguarded men, once the 
first wave has passed over them, will 
take out a machine gun and catch the 
advancing troops between two fires. This 
happened a number of times before the 
[iM] 
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simple expedient was adopted of request- 
ing the prisoners to go down into an 
aia-i where they wonW be "safer," and 
then tossing in two or three grenades 
whii^ kill and bury them at the stune 
time. 

Of course the Boche was not idle in 
the meanwhile, and kept up a hail of 

fire from behind A Wood and Dead 

Man's Hill, which did not fall until two 
da^ later, and we had the benefit of this 
back on the roads as we tore from the 
relay-station to the posie, to the hospital, 
and back again, trying to take care of as 
many as we could of the countless 
wounded from the attack who were being 
brought in. French soldiers who had been 
in the war since igi4 said that they had 
never seen such fire. 

This run and the work through this at- 
tack were the most interesting of the ex- 
periences I had in the zone. We worked 
day and night, sleeping and eating at odd 
[i45] 
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moments and with long iutervals be- 
tween, ceasing only when twelve of our 
cars had gone en panne, and half that 
number of drivers were in the hospital 
suffering from the new mustard gas which 
was showered on us in gas ^eUs. We 
were tired indeed whrai relieved for a 
short period en repos. 



[46] 
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American anny is in France. Old 
Glory is proudly floating above an armed 
host which has come to stand shoulder 
to shoidder with the Allies, and do battle 
to prove that Right makes Mi^t. We 
read in the papers of the ovations the 
troops receive, of the reviews, the presen- 
tations, the compliments, and the train- 
ing, and our hearts beat proudly because 
we too Eire Americans. We are non- 
combatants, to be sure, and are members 
not of the American army but of the 
French; yet, we are serving in the same 
cause, and, we hope, doing our bit towards 
the final victory. 

We know that sooner or later the entire 
American Field Service is to be absorbed 
by the American anny, but as to when 
this is to come, and in what manner, 
we are ignorant. We debate often now 
Ci5.] 
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about these things, and wonder what 
effect the change is to have on us and on 
the section. Pessimist has picked up a 
rumor somewhere that we are to be 
turned out in a body, and that drivers 
who have been training at Allentown are 
to take om* places. Cheerful Liar informs 
us that we are all to be made first lieuten- 
ants, and that the section is to serve with 
the American troops. "Napoleon" thinks 
that we are to he discharged, and that 
French drivers who "know their business" 
are to take our places. Some one else 
says that we are all to he put in the 
trenches. No one knows anything defi- 
nite, and the chej and sous-ch^s are be- 
sieged for information which they have 
not. The Assistant Inspector comes out 
to us and we know little more. American 
officers encountered in Bar-le-Duc can 
give us no information, and rumors, most 
of them originating in the section, con- 
tradict each other. 

[l52] 



) by Google 



One evening a large Pierce Arrow pulls 
up beside our cars, parked in a walnut 
grove. Three American medical officeis 
step out with clanking spurs, and we are 
all attention. The chef is called and we 
assemble. The officer in command makes 
a short speech. The section is to be taken 
over, he says, and those who remain must 
enlist as privates in the American army 
for the duration of the war. These men, 
having signed up, are then at the disposal 
of the Army, but will probably be kept 
in the Ambulance Service. The new 
officers are to be an American lieutenant, 
who will be our present cAef, two sergeants, 
and a corporal. The section is to con- 
tinue to serve with the French army, but 
may be transferred to the new American 
£rout. 

We form smaU circles and discuss the 

situation. All the freedom and romance 

are gone, but many are going to stay. 

The rest have chosen aviation or artillery, 

[i53] 
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and one or two may return home. The 
old volunteer Ambulance Service is dead, 
but the days we have lived with it are 
golden, and nothing can ever take them 
away from us, or bring them hack again. 

There is a little lump in each man's 
throat fts he turns in tonight, but from 
now on we serve America, and any sacri- 
fice is worth that. And for the rest — 
"C'est la guerre." 

J. HE participation of the United 
States in this war marks Uie time of 
this country's coming of age, and the real 
beginning of its work as one of the great 
worid powers. Up to the War of the 
Revolution the thirteen colonies had more 
than enough on their hands in managing 
their own affairs. In the throes of that 
war the country was bom, and slowly 
grew, feeling its increasing power which 
was never quite secure imtil the Civil 
War was at an end. Then, year by year, 
[i54] 
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reaching out over the two continents of 
America, guiding and hdping our weaker 
brothers in their afTairs, gave us a founda- 
tion of courage and experience in the 
adolescent period before we were ready 
to stand forth staunch in our behefs and 
secure in oxu- power to uphold lliem. 
That that time has come, and that the 
Old World, throwing down the gauntlet 
to the New, has found it unexpectedly 
ready, is shown by the presence of the 
Stars and Stripes on the battlefields of 
France. The mask of our isolation by 
the ocean, that time-worn excuse, has 
been rudely torn aside by modem inven- 
tions, and the affairs of Europe have 
become by their intimacy our own. In 
mingling with them as we were forced to 
do, one side was bound to transgress 
sooner or later — Germany did. And 
when Gramauy transgressed, America 
stepped across the bridge from youth to 
manhood, and picking up the iron gaunt- 
[i55] 
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let proceeded to settle the question by 
force of arms, — the one indisputable 
argument. 

This war is to make Democracy secure 
only in that it is the continual strug^e 
between the new and the old, a strug^e 
whose issue is certain before the start — 
civilization moves to the west. 

America is the vanguard of the Eu- 
ropean civilization moving westward. 
It has taken the sum of the civilizations 
of the earth to bridge the chasm of the 
Atlantic. America is the last section of 
the circle of the world, which completed, 
civilization moves back to its starting 
place. Power increases with civilization 
and, with each step civilization has taken, 
the conquests have been proportionate. 
Each has tried world conquest and failed, 
but each has come nearer and each time 
the world has been nearer ready to re- 
ceive it. The present war is the attempt 
of a representative of the civilization d 
[i56] 
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Europe to control the earth, and proving 
per se its unfitness to do so. 

Consequently, the relation of America 
to the War is that she is coming of age, 
and is at last ready to take h&c place 
among the great nations of the world 
as a power that can never again be dis- 
regarded, a mighty guardian of the Right. 



Amer 



ERICA has been aptly called the 
Melting Pot. Since 1630, when the Pil- 
grims established their permanent colony 
at Plymouth, people from the Old World 
have been flocking to Has country and 
becoming "Americans." Every country 
of the globe has sent its representatives 
— eadi a different metal to be merged 
with the others until the American 
should be as distinct a type as the Eng- 
lishman or Frenchman. At first there 
was natural discord — each was a differ- 
ent metal in the melting pot, but as there 
was no beat, no fire, they could not 
C157] 
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amalgamate. Then came the first blast 
of natitmal fire — the Revolution, and in 
that, the first great strug^e for Liberty, 
was moulded from the composite aUoys — 
the American. The American as he came 
from the mould of the Revolution was 
the foundation on which the country 
rests, and although the descendants of 
those Americans are too few in number 
now to be more than a flux for the steady 
stream of metal as it pours from the pot, 
they can at least preserve the standard 
that their forebears passed down to them 
as the Golden Heritage, and be examples 
to these new and untried metals. 

In the War of i8ia and in the Civil 
War the new metals were amalgamated 
and tempered witii the old, but since i864 
there has been no fire hot enough to 
mould together the millions who have 
sought the United States as a home. 
There has been no sword over our heads. 
There has been no great impending 
[158] 
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disast^, no danger to the country as a 
whole of great loss of life or property, 
and our Liberty and our Honor have 
not been at stake as they are today. 

So it is now in this fierce blast from 
Hell's furnace, the Great War, that the 
National fire is rekindled and each metal 
is slowly sinking its own individuality 
into the common form carefully stirred 
by the hand of ihe Almighty, and in the 
white heat, as the pure meted is tempered 
until it rings true and measures to the 
old standard, the slag is cast aside. Thus 
is America the Melting Pot. 

X ARIS is the place where everything 
begins and ends. From here during the 
four years of war there has been the con- 
stant departure of men bound for the 
great adventure, and it is Paris that has 
received witii open arms the greater bulk 
of the permissionnaires and the rkjormki. 
Gay, very gay on the surface, but below 
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the crust it is t^e saddest of all places. 
'When a man is in great agtmy he laughs. 
It is so with the great city, and the laugh 
of delirium is a poor sham indeed. 

The ^ortfige of necessities has also 
been a damper on the city. In Neuilly, 
a suburb of Paris, a man was carrying a 
bag of coaL A few paces behind him 
a well-dressed woman was walking home. 
The man dropped a piece of coal from 
his sack and the woman eagerly picked 
it up and placed it in her gold bag. 

The war hangs over all in a dismal 
cloud and is m the back of every one's 
mind; altiiough it is rare to bear it men- 
tioned it is always before one. There is 
no Parisian who has not lost some one 
very dear to him or her, and nineteen 
out of every twenty women are in deep 
mourning. The social activities, there- 
fore, are greatly curtailed, and the gay 
life is left only to the people of ti»e street, 
the majority (£ whom have been driven 
[i6o] 
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to that life by the reaction of despair and 
Badness, and in lonesomeness seek the 
only companiouBhip that they know. 

J. HE old chateau at 21, me Raynouard, 
so kindly loaned to the American Field 
Service for its headquarters by the Com- 
tesse de la Vill^treux, is a place of badi- 
tions. The great Napoleon has wdlked 
here. Rousseau wrote part of his works 
here, and Franklin walked in the park 
daily while he was Ambassador to France. 

Hie park is the most extensive and 
beautiful within the fortifications of 
Paris, and contains the largest grove 
ot chestnuts in the city. The watCT 
in the springs on the place was famous 
in the seventeenth century as the '*eaux 
de Patsy." 

In the shadow of the Eiffd Tower, 

located on the banks of the Seine, the 

I^ce breathes an atmosphere of rest and 

beauty and sohdity, springiog from the 

C161] 



) by Google 



THE WHITE ROAD OF MYSTEBY 

traditions of age. The men of the Ameri- 
can Field Service, we who have had this 
place as the home to which we would 
return en permission, can never fully 
express our sincere gratitude to the Com- 
tease de la Villestreux and the other 
members of the Hottinguer family, who 
so graciously eittended to us, Americans, 
the hospitahty of their beautiful estate. 

A. DREAM of a town, hot but not 
oppressive under the stm of the Midi, 
with quaint streets meandering through 
it, little blue tables set in the sunlight 
and a park filled with gay-colored soldiers 
and drab womrai, was my first impression 
of Bordeaux. Dilapidated fiacres in tow 
of hungry horses bansport one from 
place to place, and give the newcomer 
his first taste of the haggling, without 
which a Latin would be disconsolate. 

For all its quaintness and simpHcity 
it is as much a "pay as you enter" city 
1:162] 
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as the rest, and even in the park should 
one sit upon an iron seat instead of a 
wooden one there is an indemnity of 
two sous extracted and a further sou 
should the seat possess arms. A damsel 
in black then presents a ticket whicJi 
entitles the possessor to hdd down the 
seat as Itmg as he comfortably can. The 
mihtary may sit free, however, if they 
know it; but the new arrivals do not, 
and the park fund increases. 

Bordeaux on my return I found to be 
quite Americanized. The quiet unifonns 
of our soldiers were neutralizing the 
bright reds and blues of our ally. The 
little blue tables were often covered by 
a khaki arm, and many new signs pro- 
claimed "American Bar," those houses 
which had specialized in German beers 
before the war having painted "Ameri- 
can" over the name of the Bhine country. 

Thare is a large American hospital here 
completely equipped and ready to receive 
[i63] 
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and take good care of the flood that iriD 
soon be pouring in. An American private 
telephone line has been built to Paris by 
Americans, and with our gradual assimi- 
lation of the railway system of France we 
are "carrying on" well from here. 

J. HE American Ambulance, the Ameri- 
can Field Service as it was in the old 
days, is dead. The spirit of bonne cama- 
raderie and intimacy which each member 
felt for the others; the time when, mem- 
bers of no army, we served with the 
Fraicb, on equal terms with the poiku 
in the trenches and the officers on the 
staff; wh^Q, responsible to no one, we 
served the cause and the god Adven- 
ture, content with the past and with no 
thought for the morrow, — has passed. 
With the coming of army discipline and 
system, with governmental organization 
and routine, the old da^ are gone. We 
are sorry, selfishly, to see them go; but 
[i64] 
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we cannot and would not have it other- 
wise. The Ambulance Service is now 
proudly enroUed andet Old Glory, and 
is broader and greater than it ever could 
have been as a volunteer organization. 
We rejoice that it is so, and are proud 
that we have been a part of It. So, hail 
to the new United States Army Am- 
bulance Corps I The men <A the Old 
Ambulance salute you I 

xjL little group of ub stands together 
in the darkness, with the deck rising and 
falling beneath our feet. We are dlent 
and pensive. The last lights of Bordeaiu 
are fading in the mist, and with them 
France. The boat has been running up 
and down the wide harbor all day, and 
now in the darkness is Tnalcing a dash 
for the open sea, hoping to outwit the 
enemy lurking in the depths. 

Up there, far to the north of those 
lights, the great guns thunder and the 
[165] 
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sky glimmers with star-ahellB. Men are 
fighting, and struggling, and dying, and 
laughing over their Pinard, but it is not 
for us. We have finished for a wliile. Of 
course we are coming back., but furlough 
is not offered often enough to be refused 
lightly. We feel a queer mixture of sad- 
ness, and happiness, and relief. The life 
has worked its way into our hearts, and 
the call to return rings in our ears. But 
the reU^ from the tenseness and the 
joy of anticipation of America and Home 
exceeds aU. else. The wind blowing across 
the waves starts scnnewhere in America, 
and we take deep breaths. Soon we shall 
be home, ^all see our friends, and shall 
lead a life of luxurious ease ^ain for a 
short space of time. 

We walk around the deck and then, 
taking out our pipes, settle down in our 
steamer chairs and puff thoughtfully. AH 
is peace and quietness here, the sinay 
breeiking over the bow and the waves 
[i66] 
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lapping against the sides. It is hard to 
realize that the earth is shaking in a 
catacljmn only a httle north, but we 
know that this must be endured until 
the power of Germany is destroyed — 
that the world may be as peaceful as is 
the sea tonight. 
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^The meaning of the teordt at gisen in fhit Glottary ft 
thai tahidi holtu in the army at the front and lomeiimet 
eonfiieti leilh the meaning at gitien in the dielionary.2 



Abw 


dag-out 


AuBVIANCtER 


ambulance driver 


Aboot 


slang 


ABBIvfeE 


an enemy shell 


Assis 


a wounded man aUe 




U> sit up 


BlessI: 


wounded man 


BONNB CAMARADERIE 


good-fellowship 


BOPINE CHANCE 


good luck 


BOYAUX 






trench 


Brancardier 


streicher^Korer 


Briquet 


pocket lighier 


Cahion 


truck 


Camionnette 


small truck 


Chef 


first lieutenant 


CONDUCTEUR 


tanbulance driver 


CONTRB-AVION 


anii-aircraft gun 
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GL0S8AHY 


Covcak 


a wounded man ly- 




ing down 


Croix de guehbe 


war cross 


DfePART , 


a shell fired towards 




the enemy 


Ddd 


a shell which does 




not explode 


Eclat 


theU fragment 


En pAHTfE 




En Permission 


on furlough 


En Rei>08 


on a rest 




cafk 


Major 


army surgeon 


Malade 


sick man 



Mar^chal DE8 LOGI8 French petty officer 
Mauvais temps rainy season 

M^DAILLE MiLiTAiRE military medal 



MlNNIEWERFER 

mort hohhe 
Musette 
Peloton 
Permission 
[172] 



German trench mor- 
tar 
Dead Man's HiU 
haversack 
section 
furlough 
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Pgbhissionnaibe 


man on fwhagh 


PmABD 


wine 


PlONNIEB 


a bxmch of Oie Enr 




gineers 


POSTE DE SeCOUBS 


front dressing sta- 




tion for wounded 




provisioning 


Ri:FOMifi 


soldier discharged on 




account of wounds 


Roll 


to drive 


Rdn 


^U which does not 




explode 


Saucssse 


observation balloon 


SontAMtE-QUINZE 


75 mm. shell 


SOUS-CHEP 


second lieutenant 


Straf 


to shell (Uterally, to 




curse) 


Tm DB BAHRAGE 


barrage fire 


TOBPILLE 


trench mortar shell 


Vebboten 


forbidden 


VlLLE HAirtE 


upper city 
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